Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



^■i^^^i y ' ^ \ jm mmmtfwi^mmmm 



I u T.^ w I 



t i j i I > ■ 1 1 J ^ I I I I 1 1 . I ■ '"T^T— T— *— T^ynrr 



F O E M S, 



pHIEFLY IN T^^ 



SCOrrjSH DIJLECt, 



i 



agSBpg Hjm ii ■ ■ mmtmmmmmlmmmmmmmtmmmmtmmmmmmmS^SI^B^ 



ENTERXD IN STATIONSRS HALL 



m 



# 



-#' 



# 



* 



4 



# 



*, 



% 






• 



%. 



^ 






Vi 



* 



.*» 



-u 



» 






■m 



^«K 



ENTERlD IN STATIONSRS HALL^ 




m 



4 



m 



-# 



•. 



4 



* 



% 



% 



f. 



■tx 






iK 









; 



* 



i«* 






W' 



r 




liOBEJlT B tTJIirs 






POEMS, 



CHIEFLY IN TK[E 

.■" ■ ? 



4 
■ • '• 



SCOTTISH DIALECT. 



B T 



ROBERT BURNS. 

I 



IN TWO VOLUMES. 



iMBBaMk 



A NEW EDITIOK, CONSIDERABLT ENLARGED. 

■ ) ■ , f . . — 



VOL. I. 



PRINTED BY ADAM NEILL AND CO. 

f 

tOfk T. CADELLjtfiV. AND W. DAVIES, LONDON; 
ANB W. CEXECH, EDINBURCJI. 

jSoo. 






i- 



. , ' * -» 



« 



«« 



418909 A 

ASTOR, LEMOX AND 
TILDE» FOUNDATIONS 



* 



* •• • 



• •• •* 



• •( 



* •• • • • 

• ■ • » • 

>• •• • • 









.•• 






«• •• • < 

• A • A K 



■ ^ 



DEDICATION. 



TO THE 



NOBLEMEN and GENHEMEN 



OF TH£ 



CALEDONIAN HUNf* 



My Lords and CiENTLEMEfr, 

^ SCOTTISH Bard, proud of the name, and 
^ 'Wbofe higbejl ambition is to Jing in bis Coun-- 
try^ s fennce, wberejhall be Jo properly look for 
patronage as to tbe illujlrious names of bis na- 
tive Land ; tbofe njobo hear tbe bonours and in^^ 
berit tbe virtues of tbeir Ancejlors ? Tbfi Poe-- 
^ YqU I. b tic 






( vi ) 

tic Genius, of my Country found mCy as the pro- 
pbetic bard Elijah did Elijha — at the Plough ; 
and threw her inf^iring mantle over me. She 
bade inejing the loves ^ the Joys, the rural fcenes 
and rural pleafures of my natal Soil, in my na- 
tive tongue : I tuned my wild, artlefs notes, as 
Jhe injpired. — She whifpered me to come to this 
ancient Metropolis of Caledonia, and lay my 
Songs under your honoured proteSlion : I now 
obey her diSlates. 

Though much indebted to your goodnefs, I do 
not approach you, my Lords and Gentlemen, in 
the ufual Jlyle of dedication, to tbank you for 
paft favours I that path is fo hackneyed by pro^ 
Jlituted Learning, that honejl Rujlicity is ajfja^ 
med qf it. — Nor do Iprefent this Addrefs with 
the venal foul of a fertile Author, looking for a 
continuation of tbofe favours : I was bred to 
the Plough, and am independents I come to 
claim the common Scottijh name with you, my 

illujlrious 
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illuftrious Countrymen ; and to tell the world 
that I glory in the title. — I come to congratu- 
late my country^ that the blood of her ancient 
heroes Jlill runs uncontaminated ; and that^ 
from your courage^ knowledge ^ and public fpi- 
ritj Jhe may expeSl prote^ion, wealth, and li^ 
herty. — In the lajl place, I come to proffer my 
warmejl wijbes to the Great Fountain of ho- 
nour, the Monarch of the Univerfe, for yoitr 
welfare and happinefs. 

When you go forth to waken the Echoes, in 
the ancient and favourite amufement of your 
Forefathers, may Pleafure ever be of your par- 
ty ; and may Social Joy await your return ! 
When haraffed in courts or camps with the 
jujllings of bad men and bad meafures, may the 
bonefi confcioufnefs of injured worth attend your 
return to your native feats ; and may domejiic 
. Happinefs, with a fmiling welcome, meet you at 

your gcitej I May corruption Jhrink at your 

kindling 
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kindling indignant glance ; andmay tyranny in 
the Ruler ^ and licentioufnefs in the People^ e^ 
quaJly find you an inexorable foe I 



f pave the honour tq be. 

With thefincerefi gratitude and highqfi 
tefpeSl, 

My Lords and GentljimeNj^ 

/ 

If our mojl devoted bumble Jjerv ant. 



ROBERT BURNS, 
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^TwAS in that place o' Scotland's iile 

Th^t bears th|^ name o' Auld King Coil, 
^ Upon a bonie day in June, 
[ When wearing thro' the afternoon^ 

Twa dogs, that were na thrang at hame, 

JFodTgather'd ance upon a time. 
Vol, I. A The 
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Th? firft ril name, they ca'd him Cefar^ 
Was keepit for his Honor's pleafure : 
His hair, his fize, his mouth, his lugs, 
ShewM he was nane o* Scodand's dogs, 
But whalpit fome place far abroad. 
Where Tailors gang to fifh for cod. 

His locked, lettered, braw brafs collar, 
ShewM him the gentleman and fcholar : 
But tho' he was o' high degree, 
The fient a pride na pride had he ; 
But wad hae Q)ent an hour careffin, 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler^gypfey's meffin : 

* 

At kirk or market, mill or fmiddie, 
Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er fae duddie, 
But he trad ftan% as glad to fee him. 
And ftroaa't on ftanes an' hillocks wi' him* 

The tith«r was a ploughman's collie, 
A rhyming, ranting, raring billie, 

Wte 
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Wha for his friend an' comrade had him. 
And in his freaks had Luatb ca'd him^ 
After fome dog in Highland fang *, 
Was made Igng fyne,~Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gafti an* faithftil tyke, 
As ever lap a fheugh or dyke. 
His honeft, fonfie, baws'nt face. 
Ay gat him friends in ilka place* 
His bread was white, his touzie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o* glofly black ; 
His gawcie tail, wi' upward curl. 
Hung o'er his hurdles wi' a fwirl. 

Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither, 
An' unco pack an' thick thegither ; 
Wi' focial nofe whyles fnuff 'd an' fnowkit, 
Whyles mice an' moudieworts they howkit ; 

A 2 Whyles 

f Cochullin's dog in Oman's Fbgal. ' ' 
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Whyles fcour'4 awa in lang excurfiph. 
An' worry'd ither in diverfion ; 
Until wi' daffin weary grown, 
Upon a knowe they fat thqm down^ 
And there began a lang digreffioi\ 
About the lords o* tbe creation. 



c J^ s A R, 

I've aften .wonder'd, honeft Luatb, 
What fort o' life poor dogs like you have j 
An' when the gentry's life I faw, 
What way poor bodies liv'd ava. 



Our Laird gets in his racked rents. 
His coals, his kain, and a' his ftents : 
He rifes when he likes himfel ; 
Jiis flunkies anfwer at the bell j 
He ca's his coach j he ca's his horfe j 
Ue 4raws 4 bonie filkeij j)urfe, 



As 
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As lang's my tailj whare, thro' the fteeks, 
The yellow lettered Geordie keeks. 

Frae morn to e'en it'shbught but toiling. 
At baking, roafting, frying, boiling j 
An' tho' the gentry firft are ftechin. 
Yet e'en the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' fauce, ragouts, an' ficklike trafhtriey 
That's little (hort o' downright waftrie. 
Our Whipper-in, wee blaftit wonner. 
Poor worthlefs elf, it eats a dinner. 
Better than ony tenant man 
His Honor has in a' the Ian' : 
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch ifly 
I own it's paft my comprehenfion. 



t u A t H. 



Trowth, Cafar^ why les they're faQi't enough j 
A cottar howkin in a fheugh, 

A3 Wi' 
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Wi* dirty ftanes biggin a dyke. 
Baring a quarry, and fickUke, 
Himfel, a wife, he thus fuftains, 
A fmj^rie o* wee duddie weans. 
An' nought but his han' daurg, to keep 
Them right and tight in thack an' rape* 

An' when they meet wi' fair difafters. 
Like lofs o' health, or want o' mafters. 
Ye maiil wad think, a wee touch langer. 
An' they maun ftajrye o' cauld and hunger : 
But, how it comes, I never kend yet. 
They're maiftly wonderfu' contented ;. 
An' buirdly chiel^ an' clever hizzies. 
Are bred in fie a way as this is. 



Ci£S A R. 



But then to fee how ye're negleckit, 
How huflf 'd, and cuflf 'd, and dijfrefpeckit I 

L-d, 



( 7 ) 

L-^d, man, our gentry care as little 
JFor delvers, ditchers, an' fie cattle ^ 
They gang as fancy by poor folk, 
Ab 1 wad by a (linking brock^ 

I've notic'd, on our Laird's eouri-dayv 
An' mony a time my heart's been wae^ 
Poor tenant bodies, fcant o' calh. 
How they maun thole a factor's fhafti : 
He'll ilamp ah' threaten, curie an' fwear, 
He'll apprehend them, poind their gear i 
While they maun ftan', wi' afpe£k humble^ 
An' hear it a'^ aii' fear an' trembk ! 

I fee how folk lire that hae riches ^ 
But furely poot folk xta^un be wvetches ? 
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They're nae fae wretched's ane wad think j 
Tho* conftantly on poortith's brink : 
They're fae accullom'd wi' the fight. 
The view o't gies them little fright. 

Then chance an' fortune are fae guided^ 
They're ay in lefs or mair provided ; 
An' tho' fatigu'd wi' clofe employment, 
A blink o' refits a fweet enjoyment. 

The deareil comfort o' their lives, 
Their grufhie weana. an' faithfu' wives ; 
The prattling things are juft their pride. 
That fweetens a' their fire-fide. 



An' whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies unco happy ; . 



/ 
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They lay afide their private cares. 
To mind the Kirk and State affairs ; 
They'll talk o' patronage and pricfts, 
Wi' kindling fury in their breads. 
Or tell what new taxation's com in. 
An' ferlie at the folk in Loti^cn. 

As bleak-fac'd Hallowmafs return?, 
They get the jovial, ranting kirn'^, 
When rural life, o' ev'ry Ilation, 
Unite in common recreation ; 
Love blinks, Wit flaps ; an' Ibcial Mirtii 
Forgets there's Care upo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 
They bar the door on frofty winds ; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream, 
An' fheds a heart-infpiring fteam ; 
The luntin pipe, an' fneelhin mill. 
Are handed round wi' right guid will ; 



The 
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The cantie auld folks, crackin croufe ; 
The young anes rantin thro* the houfe,- 
My heart has been fae fain to fee them. 
That I for joy hae barkit wi' them. 

Still it's owre true that ye hae faid, 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie a creditable ftock 
O' decent, honeft, fawfont folk. 
Axe riven out baith root and branch. 
Some rafcaPs pridefu' greed to quench, 
Wha thinks to knit himfel the falter 
In favour wi' fome gentle Matter, 
Wha, ablins, thrang a-parliamentin, 
For firitain^s guid his f^ul indeatin- 



c iE: s A K* 



. Haith, lad, ye little ken about it ; 

For BritaMs guid ! guid faith ! I doubt it. 

Say 
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Say Tather, gaun as Premiers lead him, 
An' laying aye or m H they bid him : 
At operas an' plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, mafquerading ; 
Or maybe, in a frolic daft. 
To Hague or Calais takes a waft. 
To mak a tour, an' tak a whirl, 
To learn hon ton mn' fee the worl'. 

There, at Vienna or Verfailles^ 
He rives his father's auld entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the rout. 
To thrum guitars, and fecht wi' nowt ; 
Or down Italian yifta ftartles, 
Wh-re-hunting among groves o* myrtles : 
Then boufes drumly German water. 
To mak himfel look fait and fatter. 
An' clear the confequential forrows, 
I^ove-gifts of Carnival fignoras. 



For 
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For BritairCs guid I for- her deftrudion ! 
Wi' diffipation, feud, an' faftion. 



L u A T H. 

Hech man ! dear firs ! is that the gate 
They wafte fae mony a braw eftate ! 

Are we fae foughten an' harafs'd 
For gear to gang that gate at laft ! 

O would they flay aback frae courts. 
An' pleafe themfelves wi' countra fports. 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better, 
The Laird, the Tenant, an' the Cotter ! 
For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies, 
Fient haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows ; 
Except for breakin o^ their timmer^ 
Or fpeakin lightly o' their limmer, 
Or fhootin o' a hare or moor-cock, 
The ne'er a bit they're ill to poor folk. 



Bt 
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But will ye tell me, Matter Cafar, 
Sure great folks life's a life o' pleafure ; 
Nae cauld or hunger e'er can fteer them, 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 



c ^ s A R. 

ti — d, man, were ye but whyles wharc I am, 
The gentles ye wad ne'er enyy 'em. 

It's true, they need na ftarve or fweat, 
Thro' winter's cauld, or fimmer's heat ; 
They've nae fair wark to craze their banes. 
An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes : 
But l^uman bodies are fie fools, 
For a' their colleges and fchools. 
That when nae real ills perplex them. 
They mak enow themfels to vex them ; 
^n' ay the lefs they bae to fturt them, 
Jq like proportion lefs will hurt them. 
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A country fellow at the pleugh, , 

His acre's tilPd, he's right enough ; 

A country girl at her wheel. 

Her dizzen's done, ftie's unco weel \ 

But Gentlemen, an' Ladies warft, 

Wi' ev'ndown want o* wark are curft. 

They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy ; 

Tho' deil haet ails them, yet uneafy ; 

Their days infipid^ dull, ah' taftelefs ; 

Their nights unquiet, lang, an' reftlefs ; 

An' ev'n their fports, their balls an' races. 

Their galloping through public places. 

There's fie parade, fie pomp, an' art, , 

The joy can fcarcely reach the heart. #- 

The men call out in party matches, 

Then fowther a' in deep debauches ; 

Ae night they're mad wi' drink an' wh-ring, 

Nieft day their life is paft enduring. 

The Ladies arm-in-arm in clutters. 

As great and gracious a' as fifters ; 



^u 



I 



* 



( 15 ) 

But hear their abfent thoughts o' ither, 
They're a' run deils an' jads thegither. 
Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an' platie, 
They lip the fcandal potion pretty ; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit teuks, 
Pore owre the devil's pidur'd beuks j 
Stake on a chance a fanner's ilackyard, 
An' cheat Jike ojiie unhang' d blackguard. 

There's fome exception, man an* woman j 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the fun was out o' fight^ 
An' darker gloaming brought the night : 
The bum-clock humm'd wi* lazy drone ; 
The kye flood rowtin i' the loan : 
"When up they gat, and ftiook their Iqgs, 
Rejoic'd they were na men but do^s ; 
An' each took aiF his feveral way, 
Refolv'd to meet fome ither day. 



SCOTCH 
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SCOTCH DRINK. 



^ 



Gie bimjirong drink y until be winiy 

^bat's Jinking in de/pair ; 
ArC liquor guid to fire bis bluid^ 

T'bat*s preft wi^ grief an* care; 
'There let bim houfe^ an' deep caroufe^ 

IVV bumpers flowing o*er^ 
^ill be forgets bis loves or debts, 

jin' minds bis griefs no more. 

Solomon's Proverbs, zxzi. 6, 7, 



Let other Poets raife a fracas 

•Bout vines, an' wines, an' druken Bacchus^ 

An' crabbit names an' ftories wrack us, 

An' grate our lug, 
I ling the juice Scots bear can mak us, 

In glafs or jug. 
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O thou, my Mufe ! guid auld Scotch Drink I 
Whether thro' wimpling worms thou jink. 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink, 

In glorious faem, 
Infpire me, till I lifp and wink, 

To fing thy name ! 

Let. hu(ky Wheat the haughs adorn/ 
An' Aits fet up their awnie horn, 
An' Peafe and Beans at e'en or morn. 

Perfume the plain, 
i,eeze me on thee, John Barleycorn^ 

Thou king o' grain I 

On thee aft Scotland chows her coo<}, 
In fouple fcones, the wale o' food ! 
Or tumblin in the boiling flood 

Wi' kail an' beef j 
But when thou pours thy ftrong heart's. bipod, 

There thou Ihines chief. 



Vol. L 
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Food fills the wame, an' keeps us livin ; 
Tho' life's a gift no worth rcceivin, 
When heavy dragg'd wi' pine an' grievin ; 

But, oil'd by thee. 
The wheels o' life ^ae down-hill, fcrievinj^ 

Wi' rattlin glee. 



"ff 



Tho& clears the head o' doited Lear j 
Thou chears the heart o' drooping Care ; 
Thou firings the nerves o' Labor fair, 

At's weary toil ; 
Thou ev'n brightens dark Defpair 

Wi' gloomy fmile. 

Aft, clad in mafly filler weed, 
Wi' Gentles thou eredks thy head ; 
Yet humbly kind in time o' need, 

The poor man's wine. 
His wee drap parritch, or his bread, 

Thou kitchens fipe. 



Tho\ 



( 19 •) 

Thou are the life o'. public haunts ; 
But thee, what were our fairs and rants ? 
Ev'n godly meetings o' the faunts. 

By thee infpir'd^ 
When gaping they befiege the tents. 

Are doubly fir'd. 

That merry night we get the corn in, 
O fweetly then thou reams the horn in I 
Or reekin on a New-year morning 

In cog or bicker, 
An' juft a wee drap fp'ritual burn in. 

An' gufty fucker I 

When Vulcan gies his bellows breath, 
An' ploughmen gather wi' their graith, 
O rare ! to fee thee fizz an' freath 

I' th' lugget caup I 
Then Burnewin comes on like death 

At ev'ry chaup, 

B 2 Nac 
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Nae mercy, then, for airn or fteel j 
The bra-wnie, bainie, ploughman chiel, 
Brings hard owrehip, wi* fturdy wheel; 

The ftrong forehammer. 
Till block an' ftuddie ring an' reel 

"W^i' dinfome clamour. 

When flcirlin weanies fee the light, 
Thou m^s the goiSps clatter bright, 
How fumblin cuifs their dearies flight ; 

Wae worth the name I 
Nae howdie gets a fecial night, 

Or plack frae them. 

/ 

When neebors anger at a plea. 
An' j.uft as wud as wud can be, 
How eafy can the barley-bree 

Cement the quarrel J 
It's aye the qheapeft lawyer's fee, 

f o tafte the barrel. 
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Alake ! that e'er my Mufe has reafoii 
To wyte her countrymen t^i' treafon ! 
But monie daily weet their weafon 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter's feafon, 

E'er fpier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy^ burning tralh ! 

Tell fource o' monie a pain an' brafti ! 

* 

Twins monie a poor, doylt, druken halh^ 

O' half his days ; 

An' fends, befide^ auld Scotland's ca(h 

To her warft faes. 



Ye Scots, wha wifti aiild Sdotland well ! 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell. 
Poor placklefs devils like myfel ! 

It fets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell, 

Or .foreign gill- 

B3 May 
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May gravels round his blather wrench. 
An' gouts torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twifts his gruntle wi* a glunch 

O' four difdain, 
Out owre a glafs o' wbi/ky punch 

Wi' honeft men* 



O Wbi/ky ! foul o' plays an' pranks I 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks ! 
When wanting thee, what tunelefs cranks 

Are my poor verfes i 
Thou comes— *they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's a — s I 



Th^t, Ferintojb f O ladly loft ! 
Scotland lament frae coaft to coaft ! 
Now colic grips, an' barkin hoaft 

May kill us a' ; 
For loyal Forbes' charter' d boaft 

Is ta'en awa ! 



Thae 



/ 
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Thae curft horfe-leeches o' th' Excife, 
Wha mak the Wbijkyjlells their prize ! 

Haud up thy han', Deil ! ance, twice, thrice ! 

-There, feize the blinkers ! 
An' bake them up in brunftane pies 

For poor d^— nM drinkers. 

Fortune I if thou'U but gie me ftill 
Hale breeks, a fcone, an' Whijky gill^ 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak' a' the reft, 
An' deaPt about as thy blind fkill 

Diredts thee bed. 



B4 
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t n± author's 
EARNEST CRY AND PRAYERS 

TO THE SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES IN THE 

HOUSE OF COMMONS. 



Deareft o/Diftillation / lafl and heft /- 
'Hov) art thou loft I 



Parody on Milton. 



1 E^ Irifh Lords, ye Knights an' Squires^ 
Wha reprefent our brughs an' fhires, 
ik An' doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament^ 
" - . To 

, * This was wrote before the A& anent the Scotch 
Difiilleriesy of feffion 1786 ; for which Scotland and the 
Author return their mod grateful thanks- 
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; To you a fimple Poet's prayers 

■ Are humbly fent. 

Alas ! my roupet Mufe is hearfe ! 
Your Honors heart wi' grief 'twad pierce^ 
To fee her fittin on her a — 

Low i' the duft, 
An*^ fcriechiii out profaic verfe, 

An' like to burft I 

Tell them wha hae the chief diredion, 
Scotland an' me^s in great aJBBiftion, 
E'er fin' they laid that curft reftridion 

On Aquavitae ; 
An* roufe them up to ftrong convidion, 

An' move their pity. 

Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier Toutb, 
The honeft, open, naked truth : ^ 



TeU ^ 



^ 
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I 

Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth^ 

His fervants humble : 
' The muckle devil blaw ye fouth, 

If ye diflemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an' gloom ; 
Speak out, an' never fafh your thumb ! 
Let polls an' penfions fink or foom 

Wi' them wha grant 'era 
If honeftly they canna come, 

Far better want 'em. 

* 

In gath'rin votes you were na flack ; 
Now ftand as tightly by your tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, an' fidge your back. 

An' hum an' haw ; 
But raife your arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 



•# 
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Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrifsle ; 
Her mutchkin ftoup as toom's a whifsle ; 
An' d-mn'd Excifemen in a bulsle. 

Seizin a Stelly 
Triumphant crulhn't like a muflel 

Or lampit fhell. 

r 
I • 

Then on the tither hand prefent her, 
\. blackguard Smuggler right behint her, 
\n* cheek-for-chow, a chuffie Vintner, 

Colleaguing join, 
^icking her pouch as bare as Winter, 

Of a' kind coin. 

I 

Is there, that bears the name o' Scoiy 
Jut feels his heart's bluid riling hot, 
To fee his poor auld Mither's^o^ ^. 

Thus dung in ftaves^ 
Ui' plundered o' her hindmoft groat 

By gallows knaves ? 

Alas! 



m 
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Alas ! I'm but a namelefs wight^ 
Trode i* the mire out o* fight J 
But cou'd I like MontgomWies fight, 

Or gab like Bofwell^ 
There's fome fark-necks I wad draw tight. 

An' tie fome hofe well. 

God blefs your Honors, can ye fee't. 
The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet. 
An' no get warmly to your feet, 

An' gar them hear ity 
An' tell them wi' a patriot-heat, * 

Ye winna bear it I "^ 

Some o' you nicely ken the laws. 
To round the period an' paufe, 

m 

An' wi' rhetoric claufe on claufe 

To mak harangues ; 
*Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wrangs* 



It 



Dempjier, 
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Dempjler^ a true blue Scot I'fe warran ; 
Thee, aith-detefting, chafte Kilkerran ; 
An' that glib-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The Laird o' Graham ; 
An* ane, a chap that's d-mn'd auldfarran, 

Diindas his name. 

Er/kinCj a fpunkie Norland billie ; 
True Campbells, Frederick an' Hay ; 
An' Livingjlone, the bauld Ar IVillie ; 

An' monie ithers, 
Wham auld Demofthenes or Tully 

Might own for brithcrs. 

Aroufe, my boys ! exert your mettle, 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle ; 
Or faith ! I'll wad my new pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'U fee't or lang, 
§lje'll teach you, wi' a reekin whittle, 

Anither fang. 



This 
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This while (he's been in crankous mood. 
Her lojl Militia fir'd her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that plilkie !) 
An' now (he's like to rin r^d-wud 

About her Whifky. 

An' L — d, if ance they pit her till't, 
Ser tartan petticoat fhe'U kilt. 
An' durk an' piftol at her belt, 

She'll tak the ftreets, 

« 

An' rin her whittle to the hilt 

I' the firft (he meets ! 

For G-d fake, Sirs ! then fpeak her fair, 
An' ftraik her cannie wi' the hair, 
An' to the muckle houfe repair, 

Wi' inftant fpeed. 
An' ftrive, wi' a' yow^ Wit an' Lear, 

To get remead. 

Yon 



( 31 ) 

Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox^ 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mocks ; 
But gie him't het, my hearty cocks I 

E*en cowe the caddie ! 
An' fend him to his dicing box 

An' fportin lady. 

Tell yon guid bluid 6' auld Boconnock^s 
ril be his debt twa maftilum bonnocks, 
An' drink his health in auld Nan/e Tinnock*s * 

Nine times a- week. 
If he fome fcheme, like tea an' winnocks, 

Wad kindly feek. 

Could he fome commutation broach, 

» 

J'll pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 

He 



* A worthy old Hofteis of the Author's in Maueb^ 
line^ where he fometimes fiudies Politics over a glais of 
gude auld Scotch Drink. 
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He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition. 

Yon mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch-potch. 

The Coalition. 

4 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue ; 
She's juft a devil wi* a rung ; 
An' if flie prontnife auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho' by the neck (he fhould be ftrung, 

She'll no defert. 

An' now, ye chofen Five-and-Fortyj 
May ftill your Mither's heart fupport ye j 
Then, though a Mmifter grow dorty. 

An' kick your place, 
Ye'U fiiap your fingers, poor an' hearty. 

Before his face. 



G( 
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^ God blefs your Honors a' your days, 
Wi* fowps o' kail and brats o' claife. 
In fpite o' a' the thievifh kaes 

That haunt St Jamie's ! 
Your humble Poet fings an' prays 

While Rab his name is* 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Let half-ftarv'd flaves in wanner ikies 
See future wines, rich-cluft'ring, rife ; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies. 

But blythe and frilky, 

She eyes her freeborn, martial boys 

Tak afF their Whifky. 

What tho' their Phoebus kinder warms. 
While Fragrance blooms and Beauty charm? ! 
When wretches irange, in famifli'd fw^arms. 

The fcented groves. 
^OJL. I. C Ox 



( 34 ) 

Or hounded forth, diftionor arms 

In hungry droves* • 

Their gun's a burden on their fhouther ; 
They downa bide the ftink o' powther ; 
Their bauldeft thought 's a hank'ring fwither 

To ftan' or rin, 
Till ikelp — a fhot — they're afF, a' throwther, ^ 

To fave their fkin. 

But bring a Scot/man frae his hill. 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill, 
Say, Such is royal George^ will, 

An' there's the foe ; 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doublings teafe him ; 
Death comes ! — wi' fearlefs eye te fees him j 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcome gies him ; 

An' when he fa's. 

His 
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His lateft draught o' breathin lea'es him 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages their folemn een may fteek. 
An' raife a philofophic reek, 
Alii' phyfically caufes feek, 

In clime and feafon ; 
But tell me Wbijkyh name in Greek, 

I'll tell the reafon. 

Scotland^ my auld, relpeded Mither ! 
"ho* whyles ye moiftify your leather, 
^'ill whare ye fit, on ctaps o* heather, 

Te tine your dam ; 
Yeedom and Wbi/ky gang thegither, 

Tak afF your dram I 
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THK 



HOLY PAIR*. 



A robe offeemimg truth and truji 

Hid crafty Obftrvaiion ; 
Andjecret btmg^ with fotfon^d crufi^ 

The dirt of Defamation .* 
A majk that like the gorget Jhiv/d^ 

Dye-varying on the pigeon ; 
And for a mantle large and broad. 

He wrapt him in Religion. 

Htpocrist A-LA-M00£. 



!• 



Upon a fimmer Sunday mom. 
When Nature's face is fair. 



•t 



• Holy Fair is a common phrafe in the Weft of Scot- 
land for a facrameotal occaiion. 
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I walked forth to view the corn, 

An' fiiuflf the caller air, 
T he rifing fun owre Gal/ion muirs^ 

Wi* glorious light was glintin ; 
The hares were hirplin down the furs, 

The lav'rocks they were chantin 

Fu' fweet that day. 



II. 



As lightfomely I glowr'd abroad. 

To fee a fcene fae gay, 
Three Hizzies, early at the road. 

Cam jDkelpin up the way : 
Twa had manteeles o' dolefu* black, 

But ane wi' lyart lining ; 
The third,, that gaed a- wee a-back. 

Was in the fafhion fhining, 

Fu' gay that day. 



G 3 III. 
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III. 



The twa appeared like fillers twin. 

In feature, form an' claes ! 
Their vifage, withered, lang an' thin. 

An' four as ony flaes ; 

•» 

The third cam up, hap-ftep-an'-lowp, 

As light as ony lambie, . 
An' wi' a curchie low did ftoop, 
As foon as e'er Ihe faw me, 

Fu' Jdnd that day. 



IV. 

Wi' bonnet afF, quoth I, * Sweet lafs, 

* I think ye feem to ken me ;' 

' I'm fure I've feen that bpnie face, 

* But yet I canna name ye.' 
Qiro* fhe, an' laughin as fhe fpak, 

An' taks me by the hands, 



^% 



^ 






*■»«■ ■- '«■ . ". . ■-. ■i-^.u 



"l^^ 



( 39 ) 

* Ye, for my fake, hae gi'en the feck* 

* Of a' the ten commands 

' A forced fomc day. ^ 

V. 

My name is Ft/«— your cronie dear, 

* The neareft friend ye hae ; ^ 

* An' this is Superjlition here, 

* An' that's Hypocrify. 

* I'm gaun to **#***'J^*# -ffb/j^ JRoiir, 

* To fjpend an hour in dajffin : 

< Gin ye'U go there, yon runkl'd pair, 

* We will get famous laughin 

* At them this day.' 



\ 



VI. 



; Quoth I, ' With a' my heart, I'll do't j 
* I'll get my Sunday's fark on, 
An' meet you on the holy fpot ; 
^ Faith we'fe hae fine remj^rkin V 

C 4 Then 
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Then I gaed hame at crowdie-time. 

An' foon I made me ready ; 
For roads -were clad, frae fide to fide, 

Wi' monie a wearie body. 

In droves that day. 

VIL 

Here farmers gaflx, in ridin graith, 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 
There, fwankies young, in braw braid-claith, 

Are fpringin o'er the gutters. 
The lafles, ikelpin barefit, thrang. 

In filks an* fcarlets glitter ; 
Wi' fweeumilk cbeefe^ in monie a whang. 

An' far Is bak'd wi' butter 

Fu* crump that day. 

When by the plate we fet our nofe, 
Weel heaped up wi' ha'pence. 
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A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws. 
An' we maun draw our tippence. 

Then in we go to fee the Ihow, 
On €v'ry fide they're gathrin ; 

Some carrying dales, fome chairs an* ftools, 
An' fome are bufy blethrin 

Right loud that day. 



IX. 

Here ftands 9, flied to fend the (how'rs, 

An' fcreen our countra Gentry, 
There, racer Jefs, an' twa-three wh-res, 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here fits a raw of tittlin jades, 

Wi' heaving breaft and bare neck, 
An' there a batch o' wabfter lads, 

Blackguarding frae K ■ ck.- 



For fun this day. 



/ 



X. 
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X. 

Here fome are thinkin on their fins, 

An' fome upo' their claes ; 
Ane curfes feet that fyPd his fliins, 

Anither fighs an' prays : 
On this hand fits a chofen fwatch, 

Wi' fcrew'd up grace-proud faces ; 
On that a fet o* Chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lafles 

To chairs that day, 



XI. 

O happy is that man an' bleft I 

Nae wonder that it pride him I 
Wha's ain dear lafs, that he likes beft, 

Comes clinkin down befide him I 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back, 

He fweetly does compofe him j 

Whicl 
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Which, by* degrees, flips round her neck, 
An's loof upon her bofom 

Unkend that day, 

XII. 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is filent expectation ; 
for #*#**# fpeels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o' d-mn-t~n. 
Should Hornie, as in ancient days, 

'Mang fons o' G — prefent him, , 

The vera fight o' ******'$ face, 

To's ain het hame had fent him 

Wi' fright that day, 

XIII. 

* ■ • 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

Wi' rattlin an' thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, — now wild in wrath, 

He's ftampin an' he's jumpin ! 

His 



^) 
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His lengthen'd chin, his tum'd-up fnout. 
His eldritch fqueel ftnd geftures, 

O how they fire the heart devout. 
Like cantharidian plafters. 

On fie a day ! 



XIV. 

But, hark ! the tent has chang'd its voice ; 

There's peace an' reft nae langer : 
For a' the real Judges rife, 

They canna fit for anger. 
«#### opens out his cauld harangues. 

On praftice and on morals ; 
An' aff the godly pour in thraiigs. 

To gie the jars an' barrels 

A lift that day»t 

XV. 

What fignifies his l^arren ftiine, 
Of moral pow'rs and reaibn ? 



His 
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His EngliOi flyle, an' gefture fine, 

Are a' clean out o' feafon. 
Liike Socrates or Antonine^ 

Or fome auld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man he does define. 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That's right that day. 



XVI. ^ 

In guid time comes an antidote 

Againft fie poifon'd noftrum ; 
'Pot *******, frae the water-fit, 

Afcends the holy roftrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' G — , 

An' meek an' mim has view'd it ; 
While Common-Senfe has ta'en the road. 

An' afF, an' up the Cowgate *, 

Faft, fail, that day. 



XVII. 



* A ftrecc fb called, %hich faces the tent ia 
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XVIL 

Wee 'J^*****, nieft, the Guard relieves. 

An' Orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he weel believes, 

An* thinks it auld wives' fables : 
But, faith ! the birkie wants a Manfe, 

So, cannily he hums them ; 
Altho' his carnal wit an' fenfe 

Like hafflins-ways o'ercomes him 

At times that day^ 



t r I 



XVIIl. 

Now butt an* ben, the Change-houfe fills, 

Wi' yill-caup Commentators : 
Here's crying out for bakes and gills. 

An' there the pint-ftowp clatters ; 
While thick an' thrang, an' loud an' lang, 

Wi' Logic, an' wi' Scripture, 

9 ' They 
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They raife a din, that, in the end. 
Is like to breed a rupture 

O' wrath that day. 

4 

Leeze me on Drink I it gies us mair 

Than either School or College : 
It kindles Wit, it waukens Lair, 
It pangs us fou o' Knowledge. 
Be't whifky gill, or penny wheep, 

Or ony ftronger potion, 
t never fails, on drinking deep. 
To kittle up our notion 

By night or day. 

XX. 

The lads an' lafles, blythely bent 
To mind baith faul an* body, 

it round the table, weel content. 
An' fleer about the toddy. 



a»V 
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On this ane's drefs, an' that ane's leuk^ 
They're making obfervations ; 

While fome are cozie i* the neuk, 
An'.formin affignations 

To meet fome day. 



XXI. 

But now the L — d's ain trumpet touts, 

Till a* the hills are rairin, 
An' echoes back return the Ihouts : 

Black ^^^^^^ is na fpairin : 
His piercing words, like Highlan' fwords. 

Divide the joints an' marrow j 
His talk o' H-U, whare devils dwell. 

Our vera fauls does harrow *, 

Wi' fright that day. 



XXII. 



* Shakefpeare's Hamlet; 
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XXII. 

A vaft, unbottomb'd, boundlefs pit, 

FilPd fou o' lowin brunftane, 
Wha's ragin flame, an' fcorchin heat, 

Wad melt the hardefl whun-ftane { 
The half afleep ftart up wi' fear. 

An' think they hear it roarin. 
When prefently it does appear, 

'Twas but fome neebor fnorin 

Afleep that day. 



XXIII. 

'^Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell 

How monie fl:ories pafl:, 
An' how they crouded to the yill, • * 

When they were a' difmift : 
jHow drink gaed round, in cogs an' caups, 

Amang the furms and benches ; 

Vol. I. D Au' 
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An* cheefe an' bread, frae women's laps. 
Was dealt about in lunches, 

An' dawds that day. 

XXIV. 

In comes a gaucie, gafli Guidwife, 

An' fits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbugk an' her knife ; 

The laflTes they are Ihyer. 
The auld Guidmen, about the grace^ 

Frae fide to fide they bother, 
Till fome ane by his bonnet lays, 

An' gi'es them't like a tether, 

Fu^ lang that day, 

XXV, 

Wacfiicks ! iox him that gets riae laf^. 

Or laffes that hae naething ! 
Sma' need has he to fay a grace. 

Or melvie his braw claithing ! 



Q 
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O Wives be mindfu', ance yourfel 

How bonie lads ye wanted, v 

An' dinna, for ^ kebbuck-heel. 
Let lafles be affronted 

On fie a day ! 

XXVI. 

Now Clinkumbellf wi' rattlin tow. 

Begins to jow an' croon ; 
Some fwagger h^me, the befl; they dow, 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At flaps the billies halt a blink. 

Till lafles ftrip their flioon : 
Wi' faith an' hope, an' love an' drink. 

They're a' in famous tune. 

For crack that day. 

XXVII, 

How monie hearts this day converts 
O' Sinners and o' Lafles I 

D z Their 
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Their hearts o' ftaue gin night are gane. 

As faft as ony flelh is. 
There's fome are fou oMove divine ; 

There's fome are fou o^ brandy ; 
An' monie jobs that day begin, 

May end in houghmagandie . 

« Some ither day. 



DEATH 
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DEATH 



AND 



DOCTOR HORNBOOK, 



TRUE STORT. 



oOME books are lies frae end to fend, 
And fome great lies were never penn'd i 
Ev'n Minifters they hae been keiin'd. 

In holy rapture, 

D3 
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A roufing whid, at times, to vend, 

And naiPt wi* Scripture. 

But this that I am gaun to tell^ 
Which lately on a night befel|^ 
Is juft as true's the DeiPs in h-11, 

Or Dublin city : 
That e'er he nearer comes ourfel 

*S a muckle pity. 

The Clachan yill had made me canty, 

I was na fou, but jufl had plenty ; 

I ftacher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free the ditches ; 
An' hillocks, ftanes, an' buflies, kenn'd ay 

Frae ghaifts an' witches. 

The riling Moon began to glowr 
The diftant Cumnock hills out-owre : 
To count her horns, wi' a' my pow'r^ 

I fet myfel ; ,^ 

m 

But 






<. . 



t. 
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But whether fhe had three or four, 

I cou'd na tell. 

I was come round about the hill. 
And todlin down on Willie\ millf 
Setting my ftafF wi' a' my fkill^ 

To keep me ficker ; 
Tho' leeward whyles, againft my will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi' Sometbing did forgather. 
That pat me in an eerie fwither • 
An awfu' fcythe, out-owre ae Ihouther, 

Clear-dangling, hang ; 
A three-tae'd leifter on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 

Its ftature feem'd lang Scotch ells twa. 
The queereft fhape that e'er I faw, 

D 4 For 
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For fient a wame it had ava i 

And then its (hanks. 
They were as thin, as fliarp an* fma' 

As cheeks o* branks. 

* Guid-een,' quo' I ; * Friend ! hae ye been 

* mawin, 

* When ither folk are bufy fawin * ?* 
It feemM to mak a kind o* ftan% 

But naething fpak ; 
At length, fays I, * Friend, whare ye gaun, 

* Will ye go back?* 

It fpak right howe, — * My name is Death, 
' But be na' fleyM/— Quoth I, ' Guid faith ! 

* Ye're maybe come to flap my breath ; 

* But tent me billie ; 

* I red ye weel, tak care o* (kaith, 

* See there's a gully ! ' 

*~Gudeman,' 
« This rencounter happened ui feed-time, 1785. 
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« Gudeman/ quo' he, * put up your whittle, 
< I'm jio defign'd to try its mettle ; 
^ But if I did, I wad be kittle 

* To be miflear'dj 
* I wad na mind it, no that fpittle 

* Out-owre my beard.' 

* Weel, weel !' fays I, * a bargain be't ; 

* Come, gies your hand, an' fae we're gree't ; 

* We'll eafe our fhanks an' tak a feat, 

* Come, gies your news ; 

* This while * ye hae been mony a gate, 

* At mony a houfe.* 

* Ay, ay-!' quo' he, an' (hook his head, 

* It's e'en a lang, lang time indeed 

* Sin I began to nick the thread, 

* An' choke the breath : 

• Folk 



♦ An epidemical fever was then raging in that couth 
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* Folk maun do fomething for their breads \ 

* An' fae maun Deatb% 

^ Sax thoufand years are near hand fled 

* Sin I was to the hutching bred, 
' An' mony a fcheme in vain's been laid, 

^ To ftap or fear me ; 

* Till ane Hornbook^ * ta'en up the trade, 

V 

* An' faith, he'll waur ipe^ 

* Te ken yock Hornbook i' the Clachan, 
^ Deil mak his king's-hood in a fpleuchan ! 

* He's grown fae weel acquaint wi' Bucban f 

^ An' ither chaps, 

* The 



♦ This gentleman, Dr Hornbook^ is, profeffionaUy, a 
brother of the fovereign Order of the Ferula ; but, by 
intuition and infpiration, is at once an Apothecary, 
Surgeon, and Phyfician. 

. t Buchan's Domeftic Medicine. 
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he weans baud out their fingers laughin, * 

V 

* And pouk my hips. 

;e, here*s a fcythe, and there's a dart, 
hey hae pierc'd mony a gallant heart ; 
It Dodlor Hornbook^ wi' his art 

' And curfed Ikill, 
as made them baith no worth a f— *t, 

' D-mn'd haet they'll kill ! 

was but yeftreen, riae farther gaen, 

:hrew a noble throw at ane ; 

i' lefs, I'm fure, I've hundreds flain ; 

^ But deil ma-care, 
juft play'd dirl on the bane, 

^ But did nae main 



rnbook Was by, wi' ready art, 
;d had fae fortify'd the part, 



That 
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' That when I looked to my dart, 

^ It was fae blunt, 

' Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 

* Of a kail-runt. 



' * I drew my fcythe in lie a fury, 

* I nearhand cowpit wi' my hurry, 

* But yet the bauld Apothecary 

' Withftood the fhock ; 

* I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

* O' hard whin rock. 



' Ev'n them he canna get attended, 

* Altho' their face he ne'er had kend it, 
^ Juft — — in a kail-blade, and fend it, 

^ As foon's he fmells't, 

• Baith their difeafe, and what will mend it^ 

^ At once he tells' t. 



And 
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* And then a* dodlor's faws and whittles, 
^ Of a' dimenfions, fliapes, an' mettles, 

^ A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an* bottles, 

* He's fure to hae ; 

* Their Latin names as faft he ratdes 

^ As A B €• 

% 

* Calces o' foflils, earths, and trees •, 

* True Sal-marinum o' the feas ; 
The Farina of beans and peafe, 

* He has't in plenty ; 
< Aqua-fontis, what you pleafe, 

' He can content ye. 

f Forbye fome new, uncommon weapons, 

* TJrinus Spirit us of Capons \ 

* Or Mite-horn (havings, filings, fcrapihgs, 

' Diftiird^^r/^y 
f Sal-alkali o' Midge-tail-clippings, 

* And mony mae.' 

* Wacs 



^rti« [■■— ^- 
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* Wacs me for Johnny Ged *s Hole * now,* 
Quoth I, * if that thae news be true ! 

* His braw calf- ward whare gowans grew, 

* Sae white and bonie, 

* Nae doubt they'll rive it wi' the plew ; • 

' They'U ruin Jobtiie?^ 

The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh. 
And fays, * Ye needna yoke the pleugh, 

* Kirkyards will foon be till'd eneugh, 

* Tak ye nae fear : 

* They'll a' be trench'd wi' mony a (heugh, 

' In twarthree year. 

< Whare I kilPd ane a fair ftrae death, 

* By lofs o' blood or want of breath, 
« This night I'm free to tak my aith, 

' That Hornbook's fkill 

* Has 

• The grave-digger. 
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" ' Has clad a fcore i' their laft claith, 

* By drap an' pill. 

^ An honeft Wabfter to his trade, 
/ Whafe wife's twa nieves were fcarce weel 
* bred, 

< Gat tippence- worth to mend her head, 

* When it was fair j 

< The wife flade cannie to her bed, 

' But ne'er fpak mair- 

^ A countra Laird had ta'en the batts, 

< Or fome curmurring in his guts, 

* His only fon for Hornbook fets, 

* An' pays him well. 
^ The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, 

* Was Laird himfel, 

^ A bonie lafs, ye kend hfir name, 

# Some ill-brewn drink had hov'd her wame ; 

' She 
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^ She trufts herfel, to hide the ihatne, 

* In Hornbook^s care ; 
^ Horn fent her aff to her lang hame, 

* To hide it there. 



* That's juft a f watch o' Hornbook* s way ; 
' Thus goes he on from day to day, 

* Thus does he poifon, kill, an' flay, 

^ An's weel paid for't ; 

* Yet Hops me o' ray lawfu' prey, 

' Wi' his d-mn'd dirt ; 

' But, hark ! Pll tell you of a plot, 

* Tho' dinna ye be fpeakin o't ; 

* I'll nail the felf-conceited Sot, 

^ As dead's a herrin j 
^ Nieft time we meet, I'll wad a groat, 

^ He gets his fairin I' 



But 
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But juft as he began to tell. 

The auld kirk-hammer ftrak the bell 

Some wee fliort hour ayont the twalj 

Which rais'd us baith : 
[ took the way that pleas'd myfel, 

And fae did Death. 



Vol. L 
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THE 



BRIGS OF AYR, 



POEM. 



Inscribed to J. B*********, Esq. ATR» 



1 H E fimple Bard, rough at the ruftic 

plough, 
Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough j 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrufh, 
Hailing the fetting fun, fweet, in the green 

thorn bufh ; 

The 



r~ 
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'he fbaring lark, the perching red-brea(t 

fhriU, 
>r deep-ton'd plovers, grey, wild*whiftling 

o'er the hill ; 
hall he, nurft in the Peafant's lowly fhed, 
?o hardy Independence bravely bred, 
►y early Poverty to hardfhip fteePd, 
uid train' d to arms in ftern Misfortune's 

field; 
hall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 
^he fervile, mercenary Swifs of rhymes ? 
h labour hard the panegyric clofe, 
Vith all the venal foul of dedicating Profe I 
ifo I though his artlefs (trains he rudely 

fings, 
W throws his hand uncouthly o'er the 

firings, 
Je glows with all the fpirit of the Bard, 
j'ame, honeft fame, his great, his dear re- 
ward, 

E 2 Still, 
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Still, if fome Patron's generous care he tirace. 
Skilled in the fecret, to beftow with grace ; 
When B******'*** befriends his humble 

name. 
And hands the ruftic ilranger up to fame. 
With heart-felt throes his grateful bofom 

fwells. 
The godlike blifs, to give, alone excels. 



\ 



'Twas when the ftacks get on their winter-hap> 
And thack and rape fecure the toil- won crap ; 
Potato-bings are fnugged up frae Ikaith 
Of coming Winter's biting, frofty breath ; 
The bees, rejoicing o'er their fummer toils, T 
Unnumber'd buds an' flow'rs' delicious | 
- fpoils, ^ 

Seal'd up with frugal care in maffive waxen 
piles. 

Are 
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e doom'd by inan, that tyrant o'er the 

weak, 
le death o' devils fraoor'd wi' brimftone 

reek : 
lie thundering guns are heard on ev'ry fide, 
he wounded coveys, reeling, fcatter wide ; 
he feather'd field-mates, bound by Nature's 

tie, 
res, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 
Vhat warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds, 
nd execrates man's favage, ruthlefs deeds !) 
ae mair the flbw'r in field or meadpw fprings ; 
ae mair the grove with airy concert rings, 
xcept perhaps the Robin's whittling glee, 
roud o' the height o' fome bit half-lang tree : 
he hoary morns precede the funny days, 
[ild, calm, ferene, wide-fpreads the noon- 
tide blaze, 
Ihih thick the goflamour waves wanton in 
the rays. 

E 3 'Twas 
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*Twas in that feafon, when a fimple Bard, . 
Unknown and poor, fimplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr, 
By whim infpir'd, or haply preft wi' care. 
He left his bed, and took his wayward rout, 
And down by SimpforC^ * wheePd the left 

about : 
(Whether impelPd by all-direfting Fate, 
To witnefs what I after fliall narrate ; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high. 
He wander'd out he knew not where nor why)i 
The drowfy Dungeon-clock f had number'd 

two. 
And Wallace TowW f had fworn the fad was 

t^fue : 



THq 



* A noted tavern at the Auld Brig end. 



t The two fteeples. 
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le tide-fwoln Firth, with fullen-founding 

roar, 
irough the ftill night dafh'd hoarfe along 

the fliore : 
LI elfe was hufh'd as Nature's clofed e'e ; 
he filent moon (hone high o'er tow'r and 

tree : 
he chilly froft, beneath the filver beam, 
ept, gently-crufting, o'er the glittering 

ftream. 

hen, lo ! on either hand the lift'ning Bard, 
he clanging fugh of whiftlingjwings is heard ; 
wo dulky forms dart thro' the midnight air, 
^ift as the Gos * drives on the wheeling hare ; 
ae on th' ^uld Brig his airy ftiape uprears, 
he ither flutters o'er the rifing piers : 

E 4 Our 



* The gof-hawk, or falcon. 
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Our warlook Rhymer inftantly defcry'd 
The Sprites that owre the Brij^s of Ayr prefidfli 
(That Bards are fecond-fighted is nae joke, - 
And ken the lingo of the fp'ritual folk j 
Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a', they can explain 

them. 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken 

them). 
^uld Brig appeared of ancient Pi(3:i(h race, 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face : 
He feem'd as he wi' Time had warftl'd lang. 
Yet teughly doure, he bade an unco bang. 
New Brig was buikit in a braw new coat. 
That he, at LorCon^ frae ane Adamsj got ; 
Ih's hand five taper ftaves as fmooth*s a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlygigums at the head. 
The Goth was ftalking round with anxious 

fearch, 

Spring the time-worn flaws in ev'ry arch j 

It 
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chancM his new-come neebor took his e'e, 
id e'en a vex'd and angry heart had he ! 
i' thievelefs fneer to fee his modifh mien, 
e, down the water, gies him this guideen— 



AULD BRIG. 

doubt na, frien', ye'U think ye'rq nae fheep- 

fliank, 
ice ye were ftreekit o'er frae bank to 

bank I 
It gin ye be a. brig as auld a iine, 
lo' faith that day, I doubt, ye'U never fee ; 
lere'll be, if that date come, I'll wad a 

boddle, 

me fewer \\^higmeleeries in your noddle. 



NEW 
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K £ W BRIG. 

t 

Anld Vandal, ye but (hew your litde menfe, 
Juft much about it wi' your fcanty fenfe ; 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a ftreet, 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they 

meet. 
Your ruin'd, formlefs bulk o' ftane an* lime, 
Compare wi' bonie Brijrj o* modern time ? 
There's men rf* tafte wou'd tak the Ducat- 

Jlream *, 
Tho' they fliould caft the vera fark and 

fwim, • 

E'er they would grate their feelings wi' the 

view 
Of fie an ugly, Gothic hulk as you. 



AUI^D 



♦ A noted ford, juft above the Auld Brig, 
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AULD BRIG. 

Conceited gowk ! pufF'd up wi' windy pride ! 
This mony a year I've Hood the flood an' tide ; 
And tho' wi' crazy eild I'm fair forfairn, 
I'll be a Brij^f when ye're a fliapelefs cairn ! 
As yet ye little ken about the matter. 
But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 
When heavy, dark, continued, a'- day rains, 
Wi' deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 
When from the hills where fprings the braw- 
ling Coilf 
Or (lately Lugar^s mofly fountains boil. 
Or where the Greenock winds his moorland 

courfe, 
Or haunted Garpal * draws his feeble fource, 

Arous'd 

t The banks of Garpal Water is one of the few 
places in the Weft of Scotland, where thofe fancy fea- 
ring beings, known by the name of GbaiJlSf ftill con- 
tmue pertinacioufly to inhabit. 
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Arous'd by bluft'ring winds an' fpotting 

thowes, • 

In mony a torrent down the fna-broo rowes ; 
While craftiing ice, borne on the roaring 

fpeat. 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an' brigs, a' to the 

gate ; 

And from Glcnbuck^j down to the Ration- 

Auld Ayr is juft one lengthe^i'd, tumbling 

fea ; 
Then down ye'll hurl, — deil nor ye never 

rife ! 
And dafh the guihlie jaups up to the pouring 

flcies. 
A leflbn fadly teaching, to your coll. 
That Architedture's noble art is loft ! 



NEW 



• The fource of the river of Ayr. 

t A fmall landing-place above the large key. 
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NEW BRIG. 

ne ArcbiteElure, trowth, I needs muft faj't 

o't! 
lie L — d be thankh that we've tint the gate 

o't! 
mnt, ghaftly, ghaift-alluring edifices, 
anging, with threatening jut, like precipices ; 
'er-arching mouldy, gloom-infpiring coves, 
ipporting roofs fant^ftic, ftony groves : 
indows and doors, in namelefs fculptures 

dreft, 
ith order, fymmetry, or tafte unbleft y 
)rins like fome bedlam-Statuary's dream, 
le craz'd creations of mifguided whim ; 

)rms might be worlhipp'd on the bended" 

knee, 
id ftill thtfecond dread command h^ free, 
leir likenefs is not found on earth, in air, 

or fea. 

Manlions 



( 78 ) 

Manfions that would difgrace the building 

tafte 
Of any mafon reptile, bird or bead ; 
Fit only for a doited Monkifh race. 
Or frofty maids forfvvorn the dear embrace, 
Or Cuifs of latter times, wha held the notion 
That fuUen gloom was fterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our guid Brugh denies protec- 

■ 

tion, 
And foon may they expire, unbleft with re- 
furredlion I 



A U L b BRIG, 

O ye, my dear-remember' d, ancient yealings^ 
Were ye but here to fhare my wounded feel- 
ings ! 
Ye worthy Provefes^ an' mony a Bailie^ 
Wha in the paths o' righteoufnefs did toil ay ; 

Ye 
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e dainty Deacons^ an' ye douce Conveeners, 
o whom our moderns are but caufey-clean- 
ers; 



'e godly Councils wha hae bleft this town ; 

^e godly Brethren of the facred gown, 

Vha meekly gae your bur dies to the /miters s 

ind (what would now be ftirange) ye ^odly 

Writers : 

V ye douce folk I've borne aboon the broo, 

Veire ye but here, what would ye fay or do ! 

Jew would your fpirits groan in deep vexa- 
« 

tion, 
To fee each melancholy alteration ; 
^Jid agonizing, curfe the time and place 
iVhen ye begat the bafe degen'rate race ! 
Nfae langer Rev' rend Men, their country's 

glory, 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid 

ftory ! 

Nae 



^ "^*\ . *• 
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Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an' douce. 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-houfe ; 

But ftaumrel, corky-headed, gracelefs Gen- 
try, 

The herryment and ruin of the country ; 

Men, three-parts made by Taylors and hf 
Barbers, 

Wha wafte your weel-hain'd gear on 
fi€w Brigs and Harbours ! 



N E w B R I G. 

Now baud you there ! for faith ye've faii 

enough. 
And muclde mair than ye can mak to through* 
As for your Priefthood, I fhall fay but little. 
Corbies and Clergy are a fliot right kittle : 
But, under favour o* your langer beard, • 
Abufe o' Magiftrates might weel be fpar'd : 

To 



—«.."'- 
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To liken them to ypur auld-warld fquad, 
mull needs fay, comparifons are odd. 
n Ayr, Wag- wits nae mair can hae a handle 
Co mouth * a Citizen,' a term o' fcandal : 
>Jae mair the Council waddles down the 

ftreet, 
[n all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 
Men wha grew wife priggin owre hops an* 

raifins, 
Dr gathered liberal views in Bonds and Sei- 

fins, 
[f haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 
Had fhor'd them with a glimmer of his lamp. 
And would to Common-fenfe, for once be- 
tray 'd them, 

Plain, dull Stupidity ftept kindly in to aid 

*> ... 

them. 



Vol. I. F What 
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Harmonious concert rung in every part, 
While fimple melody pour'd moving on the 

heart. 
The Genius of the Stream in front appears, 
A venerable Chief advanced in years ; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown' d. 
His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 
Next came the lovelieft pair in all the ring. 
Sweet Female Beauty band in hand with 

Spring ; 
Then, crowned with flow'ry hay, came Rural 

Joy, 

And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye : 
All-chearing Plenty, with her flowing horn. 
Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with nodding 

corn ; 
Then Winter's time-bleach'd locks did hoary 

fliow, 
By Hofpitality with cloudlefs brow. 

r 

Ne^it 
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Next followed Courage with his martial ftride, 
<■ From where the Feal wild-woody coverts 
m hide ; 

2 Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 
^ A female form, came from the tow'rs of Stair : 
; Learning and Worth in equal meafures trode. 

From fimple Catrine, their long-lov'd abode : 

Laft, white-rob*d Peace, crown'd with a hazle 
wreath, 

To ruftic Agriculture did bequeath 

The broken, iron inftruments of death ; 
At fight of whom our Sprites forgat their 
kindling wrath. 



F 3 THE 
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THE 



ORDINATION. 



Forfenfe they little owe to frugal Heav'n^'--' 
To pleafe the Mob^ they hide the little giv*n. 



I. 

ri.##**#*#*# Wabfters fidge an' claw. 

An' pour your creefliie nations ; 
An' ye wha leather rax an' draw, 

Of a' denominations ; 
Swith to the Laigb Kirk, ane an' a'^ 

An' there tak up your ftations ; 

Then 
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I 

jThen aff to B-^gh — 's in a raw, 
An' pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 



« ■ ■ . . ■ ■ I ■ : ■ I ■ I 



II. 



I ■^ f • i 



Curft Common-fenfe, that imp o' h-U, 
Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder * ; 

But O******* aft made l^er yell, 
An' R***** fair mifca'd her;. 

This day M*******^* taks the flail, 
An' he's the boy will blaud her ! 

He'll clap ?ijhangan on hqr tail, 

An' fet the bairns to daud her 

Wi' dirt this day. 



I 
' I 



F 4 HI. 



I 



• Alluding to a fcoffing ballad which Was made on 
the admiffion of the late Reverend and worthy Mr 
L to the Laigh Kirk. 
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III. 

Mak hafte an' turn king David owre 

An' lilt wi* holy clangor ; 
O' double verfe come gie us four. 

An' fkirl up the Bangor : 
This day the Kirk kicks up a ftoure, 

Nae mair the knaves (hall wrang her^ 
For Herefy is in her pow'r. 

And glorioufly flie'U whang her 

Wi' pith this day- 



IV. 

Come, let a proper text be read^ 
An' touch it afF wi' vigour, 

How gracelefs Ham * leugh at his Dad^ 
Which made Canaan a niger ; 



* Genefis, ch.ix. ver. 22. 
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Or Pbineas * drove the murdering blade, 

Wi' wh-re-abhorring rigour ; 
Or Zipporab f , the fcauldin jad, 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

I' th' inn that day. 



V. 

There, try his mettle on the creed, 

And bind him down wi' caution, 
Thdtjlipend is a carnal weed 

He taks but for the fafliion ; 
And gie him o'er the flock, to feed, 

And punilh each tranfgreffion ; 
Efpecial, rams that crofs the breed, 

Gie them fufficient threfhin, 

Spare them nae day. 



VL 



♦ Numbers, ch.xxv. ver. 8, 



-J- Exodus, ch. iv. ver. 25. 
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VI. 

Now auld K********* cock thy tail. 

And tofs thy horns fu' canty ; 
Nae mair thou'lt rowte out-owre the dale. 

Becaufe thy pafture's fcanty ; 
For lapfu's large o' gofpel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty, 
An' runts o* grace the pick and wale, 

No gi'en by way o' dainty, 

But ilka day. 



yii. 

Nae mair by BabeVsJlr earns we'll weep. 

To think upon our Zion ; 
And hing our fiddles lip to fleep, 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin : 
Come, fcrew the pegs wi' tunefu' cheep, 

And o'er the thairms be tryiil ; 

Oh, 



( pi ) 

Oh, rare ! to fee our elbucks wheep, 
J. And a' like lamb-tails flyin 

I 

VIII. 



Fu' faft this day ! 






Lang PatronagCj wi' rod o' aim, • 

Has ftior'd the Kirk's undoin, ^ 
As lately F-^nw-^ck^ fair forfairn, 

Has proven to its rain ; - 
Our Patron,- boneft man ! Gl*****^*, .^4 ' 

He faw mifchief was brcwin ; 
And like a godly eled: bairn, 

He's wal'd us out a true ane. 

And found this da> . 

IX- 

Now R****^*^ harangue nae mair, 

But fteek your gab for ever : 
Or try the wicked town .of A ♦ *, . 

For there they'll think you clever : 



O:, 



( 9? ) 

Or, nae refledlion on your lear, 
Ye may commence a Shaver ; 

Or to the N-tb-ri-n repair. 
And turn a Carpet- weaver 

AfF-hand this day. 

X. 

^##### ^^^ yQ^ ^gj,g j^^ ^ match, 

We never had fie twa drones : 
Auld Hornie did the Laigb Kirk watch, 

Juft like a winkin baudrons : 
And ay he catchM the tither wretch, 

To fry them in his cauxirons : 
But now his Honour maun detach, 

Wi' a' his brimftone fquadrons, 

Faft, faft, this day. 



XL 



See, fee auld Orthodoxy's facs 
She's fwingein thro' the city j 



Hark, 
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Hark, how the nine-taird cat flie plays ! 

I vow its unco pretty : 
There, Learning, with his Greekifh face. 

Grunts out fome Latin ditty ; 
And Common Senfe is gaun, flie fays, 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 



XIL 

But there's Morality himfel, 

Embracing all opinions ; 
Hear, how he gies the tither yell, 

Between his twa companions ; 
See, how Ihe peels the Ikin an' fell, 

As ane were peelin onions I 
Now there, they're packed afF to hell, 

And banifli'd our dominions. 

Henceforth this dav. 

XIII. 
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\£ 



XIII. 

O happy day I rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come boiife about the porter ! 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair iind quarter : 
M^*******, R*#***, are the boys 

That Hercfy can torture ; 
They'll gie her on a rape a hoyfe. 

And cow her meafure fhorter 

By th' head fome day, 

XIV. 

Come, bring the tither mutchkiu in. 

And here's, for a conclufion. 
To every New-light * mother's fon, .. 

From this time forth, Confiifion ; 

If 



* New- light is a cant phrafe, in the Weft of Scot- ' 
land, for thofe religious opinions which Dr Tajlor of 
Norwich has defended fo ftrenuouflj. 
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If mair they deave us with their din, 

Or Patrx)nage intrufion, 
We'll light a fpunk, and, ev'ry fkin. 

We'll rin them afF in fufion 

Like oil, fome day. 



. . > • ■ 



THJE 



( 9^ ) 



TK £ 



A L F. 



"TO i:HE rev. MR 



On his "fext^ Malachi, ch.iv. ver. 2. " And they 
' « fhall go forth, and grow up, like calves of the 
« ftall/' 



Right sir \ your text I'll prove it true, 

Though Heretics may laugh ; 
For inftance, there's yourfel juft now, 

God knows, an unco Calf I 

And 
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And Ihould fome Patron be fo kind. 

As blifs 70U wi' a kirk, 
I doubt na. Sir, but then we'll find, 

Ye're ftill as great a Stirk. 

JPut, if the Lover's raptur'd hour 

Shall ever be your lot, 
l^orbid it, ev'ry heavenly Pow'r, 

You e'er fhould be a Stot ! 

Tho', when fome kind, connubial Dear, 

Your but-and-ben adorns. 
The like has been that you may wear 

A noble head of boms. 

And in your lug, moft reverend J 

To hear you roar and rowte. 
Few men o' fenfe will doubt your claims 

To rank amang the nowte. 

Vol.. I. G And 



5'«C-»-. 
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And when ye're numberM wi* the dead. 

Below a grafly hillock, 
Wi' juftice they may mark your head—* 

* Here lies a famous Bullock /' 



ADDRESS 



I 



,> 
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ADDRESS 



TO THE 



D E I L. 



O Prince/ Chief of many throned Pow'rSy 
Thai led th* embattrd Seraphim to war — 

Milton. 




Thou ! whatever title fuit thee, 
d Homie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
a in yon cavern grim an' footie, 

Clos'd under hatches, 
G 2 Spairges 



^ V&'iS^^ 



"■**TOu";:;r...-. 
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Spairges about the brunftane cootie. 

To fcaud poor wretches I 

Hear me, auld Hangie, for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be ; 

■ 

I'm fure fma' pleafure it can gie, 

Ev'n to a deil^ 

To Ikelp an' fqaud poor dogs like me. 

An' hear us fqueel J 

Great is thy pow'r, an' great thy fame j 
Far kend an' noted is thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh's thy hame. 

Thou travels far ; 
An' faith ! thou's neither lag nor lame. 

Nor blate nor fcauy, 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion, 
for prey, a' holes an? corners tryin j 

Whyles, 



^M&Li 



V ^- .;■■■■ .m^ "• ' -^rfw I mV—^ 



1. 

k - 



-' '"^^ 



( loi ) 

t 

- Whyles, on the ftrong-wing'd teinpeft flying 
: \ Tiding the kirks ; 

■ Whyles, in the human bofom pryin, 

Unfeen thou lurk$. 

I*ve heard my reverend Grannie fay. 
In lanely glens ye like to ftray ; 
Or where auld-^ruinM caftles, gjray, 

Nod to the moon, 
I Te fright the nightly wanderer's way, 

VfV eldritch croon. 

When twilight did rtiy Graunxe fiimmon 
To fay her pray'rs, douce, honeft woman I 

Aft yont the dyke fhe's heard you bummin, 

Wi' eerie drone ; 

- Or, ruftlin, thro* the boortries comin, 

Wi' heavy groan. 

\ 

\ G 3 Ae 

\ 
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Ae dreary, windy, winter night. 
The liars (hot downwi' fldentin light, 
Wi* you, myfel, I gat a fright, 

Ayont the lough : 
Te, like a rafh-buls, ftood in fight, 

Wi* waving fugh. 

The cudgel in my niere did ihake. 
Each briill'd hair flood like a Hake, 
When, wi* an eldritch, ftoor quaick, quaick, 

Amang the Springs, 
Awa ye fquatter*d, like a drake. 

On whillling wings. 

Let warlocks grim, an' withfer'd bags^ 
Tell how wi' you on ragweed nags. 
They Ikim the muirs, an' dizzy crags, 

Wi' wicked fpeed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dead* 

Thence 






i 

« 
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Thence countra wives, wi' toil an' pain, 
May plunge an' plunge the kirn in vain ; 
For, Oh ! the j^ellow treafure's taen 

By witching Ikill j 
An' dawtit, twal-pint Hawkie^s gaen 

As yell's the Bill. 

Thence myftic knots mak great abufe. 
On young Guidmen, fond, keen, an' croufe^ 
When the befl: wark-lume i' the houfe. 

By cantraip wit, 
Is inftant made no worth a loufe, 

Juft at the bit* 

When thowes diffolve the fnawy hoord. 
An' float the jinglin icy-boord. 
Then Water-kelpies haunt the fo6rd. 

By your dire^ion. 
An' nighted Trav'Uers are allur'd 

To their deftrudion. 

O4 Aa' 
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An* aft your mois-traverfing Spunkies 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is : 
The bleexin, curd, mifchievous monkies 

Delude his eyes^ 
Till in fome miry flough he funk is. 

Ne'er mair to rife. 

When Mafons myftic word an' gripj 
In ftorms an' terapefts raife you up, 
Some cock or cat your rage maun flop. 

Or, ftrange to tell ! 
The youngeft Brother ye wad whip 

AfF ftraught to h-lL 

Lang fyne, in Ederi^s bonie yard. 
When youthfu' lovers firft were pair'd. 
An' all the Soul of Love they fhar'd. 

The raptur'd hour. 
Sweet on the fragrant, flow'ry fwaird. 

In fhady bow'r : 

Then 



( »o5 ) 

Then you, ye auld, fnick-drawing dog ! 
Xe came to Paradife incog. 
An* play*d on man a curfed brogue, 

(Black be your fa* !) 
An* gied the infant warld a fliog, 

'Maift ruin'd a\ 

J>*ye mind that day, when in a bizz, 
"Wi* reekit duds, an^ reeftit gizz. 
Ye did prefent your fmoutie phiz, 

'Mang better folk. 
An* iklented on the man of Uzz 

Your fpitefu' joke ? 

An* how ye gat him i' your thrall. 
An* brak him out o' houfe an' hall. 
While fcabs an' blotches did him g-all, 

Wi' bitter claw. 
An* lows'd his ill-toogu'd, wicked Scawl, 

Was warft ava ? 

But 
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But a' your doings to rehearfe, |T 

Tour wily fnares an' fechtin fierce. 
Sin that day Michael * did you pierce, 

Down to this time, 
Wad ding 2J Lallan tongue, or Erfe, 

In profe or rhyme. 

And now, auld ClootSj I ken ye're thinkin^ 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin, 
Some lucklefs hour will fend him linkin. 

To your black pit j 
But, faith ! he'll turn a corner jinkin. 

An' cheat you yet. 



But, fare you weel, auld Nickie-ben t 
O wad ye tak a thought an' men' ! 



Ye 



* Vide Milton, Book VI. 
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. jfiblins might-r-I dinna ken— 

Still hae ixjlake— 

m wae to think upo' yon den, 

Ev'n for your fake '. 



THE 



( io8 ) 



THE 



DBAtH AND DUNG WORDS 



OF 



POOR MA^ILIE^ 



THE author's only PET YOWE, 



AN UNCO MOURNFU' TALE, 



^^ 



As MailiCf an' her lambs thegither, 

Was ae day nibbling on the tether, 
Upon her cloot (he cooft a hitch. 
An' owre Ihe warfl'd in the ditch : 



There; 
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There, groaning, dying, fee did lie. 
When Hugboc * he came doytin by^ 

Wi' glowrin een, an' lifted han's. 
Poor Hughoc like a ftatue ftan's ; 
He faw her days were near hand ended. 
But, waes my heart ! he could na mend it ! 
He gaped wide, but naething fpak \ 
At length poor Mailie filence brak« 

^ O thou, whafe lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my woefu' cafe ! 
My dying words attentive hear, 
^\ji' bear them to my Mafter dear. 

* Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a feeep, 
O, bid him never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked firings o' hemp or hair ! 



* A neibor herd-c^llan. 



But 



\ 
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But ca^ them out to park or hill. 
An' let them wander at their will : 
So may his flock increafe, an' grow 
To fcores o' lambs^ an' packs o' woo' ! 

* Tell him, he was a Mafter kin'. 
An' aye was guid to me and mine ; 
An' now my dying charge £||pe him. 
My helpiels lambs I truft them wi' hiau 

* O, bid him fave their harmlefs lives, 
Frae dogs, an* tods, an' butchers knives ! 
But gie them guid cow-milk their fill. 
Till they be fit to fend themfel ; 

An' tent them duly, e'en an' mom, 
Wi' teats o' hay an' ripps o' corn. 

* An' may they never learn the gaets 
Qf ither vile, wanrefttu' pets I 



i 7~-i»..av 
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To flink thro' flaps, an* reave an' Ileal, 
At (lacks o' peafe, or (locks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great Forbears, 
For monie a year come thro' the ftieers : 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread, 
An'fbairns greet for them when they^re dead*, 

* My poor toop-Iamb^ my fon an' heir, 
0, bid him breed him up wi' care ! 
An' if he live to be a bead. 
To pit fome bavins in his breaft ! 
An' warn him, what I winna name, 
To ftay content wi' yowes at hame ; 
An' no to rin an' wear his cloots, 
Like ither menfelefs, gracclefs, brtitcs. 



* An' niefl, my yomie^ filly thing, 
3ude keep thee frae a tether firing I 



O, 



i 
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O, may thou ne'er forgather up 

Wi' ony blaftit, moorland toop ; 

But ay keep mind to moop an* mell, 
Wi' iheep o* credit like thyfel ! 

' And now, my bairns, wi* my laft breathi 
1 lea*e my bleffin wi' you baith : 
An' when you think upo' your Mither, 
Mind to be kin' to ane anither. 

* Now, honeft Ht^hoCy dinna fail 
To tell my lyiafter a' my tale ; 
An' bid him burn this curfed tether, 
An', for thy pains, thou'fe get my blether/ 

This faid, poor Mailie turn'd her head. 
An' clos'd her een amang the dead. 



JPOOR 



( "3 ) 



POOR MAIL I E'S 



ELEGY. 



JLaMENT in rhyme, lament in profe, 
Wi' faut tears tirickling down jour nofe ; 
Our Bardie's fate is at a clofe, 

Paft a' remead ; 
The laft fad cape-ftane of his woes } 

V Poor Mailie^s dead I 

Its no the lofs o' warPs gear. 
That could fae bitter draw the tear, 
Dr mak our Bardie,, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed : 
He^s }oft a friend and neebor dear, . 

In Mailie dead. 

Vol, I. JJ Thiro' 
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Thro* a* the toun (he trotted by him ; 
A lang half-mile ihe could defcry him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, whea (he did fpy him. 

She ran wi* fpeed ; 
A friend mair iaithfu* ne*er cani nigh him, 

Than MaUie dead. 

I wat (he was a fheep o* fenfe, 
An* could behave hetfel wi^ xf^enfe ; 
I'll fey% flie never btak a fence. 

Thro' thievifh gree4« 
Our Bardie, landy, keeps the Spence 

Sin' Mailie*% dead. 

Or| if he wanders up the howe^ 
Her living image in her yowr, 
Comes bleating to hiin, owre the kndwe, 

For bits o' bread \ 
An* down the briny pearls rowe 

For Maitie dead* 



< 




. • . . . jk\ . 
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was nae get o' moorland tips^ 

wteA kety an' hairj hips ; 

: forbears were broaght in ihips 

Frae yont the Tweed: 
ixfleejb ne'er cio&'d the clips 

Than Mailie^s dead. 

worth the wxa wha firft did fliape 
le, wanchancie thing^-wi rape ! 
; guid fellows gim an' gape, 

Wi' chokin dread ; 
in's bonnet wave wi' crape, 

For Mailie dead. 

ye Bards on bonie Doon ! 
a on Ayr your chanters tunc ! 

oin the melancholious croon 

O' Robin'^ reed ! 

rt will never get aboon ! 

His Mailie^s dead ! 

Ha TO 



1 ^\ N. . J -^■•J 
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r^CTT' 



* - • -n 



TO 



J- s 



« • • • 



Frtendflfipf Myfieriwti ctment of the foul! 
Sweet' ner of life^ and folder of Society ! 
I owe thee tnuch^ 



Blair. 



i^i 



Dear S****, the fleeft, paukie thief. 
That e'er attempted ftealth or rief, 
Ye furely bae fome warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts \ 
For ne'er a bofom yet was prief 

Agairift your arts. 



; I 



t^ 



«_. 
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me, I fwear by fun an' moon, 

.^'ry ftar that blinks aboon, 

:oft me twenty pair o' fhoon ' 

Juft gaun to fee you ; 
'^'ry ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen I'm wi' you. 

: auld capricious carlin, Nature, 
k amends for fcrimpit ftature, 
jrn'd you offi a himian creature 

On Yitvfirjt plan, 
her freaks, on ev'ry feature, 

She's wrote, the Man. 

now I've taen the fit o' rhyme, 
mie noddle's working prime, 
cy yerkit up fublime 

Wi' hafty fummon : 
a leifure-moment's time 

To Rear what's comin ? 

H 3 Some 



I 
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Some rhjine a neebor^s name to lafli ; 
Some rhyme (vain thooght ! ) for need&^ caft;| 
Some rhyme to conrt the coontra clafl^ 

An* Tufe a din ; 
For me, an aim I never falh ; 

I rhyme for fim. 

The ftar that rules my lucklefs lot, 
Has &te4 me the ruflet coat. 
An' danmM my fortune to the groat ; 

But in requity 
Has bleft me wi* a random Ihot 

O' countra wit. 






This while my notion's taen a iklent. 
To try my fatQ in guid black preni ; 
But ftill the mair I'm that way bent, 
^ Something cries, ' Hoolie ! 

^ I red you, honed man, tak tent ! 

• Ye'U fhaw your folly. 

. 'There^s 
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lire's ither poeU, mwh your bettets^ 
ben ixi Gre^k^ d^p Qi^a p' lettgr^, 

thought they had en&rM their d^blo)r%, 

* A^ future ages ; 
moths deforto in ihapelef$ t»Jt^r% 

' TheiiT unknown pages.' 

1 farewel hopes q\ laurcl*boughfe 
land my poetic brows ! 
brth I'll rove where bufy plpugbn 

Are whiftling thrang^ 

ch the lanely b^igbts au' howe^ 

My ruilic fang. 

zander 00 With tentleis heed 
^ver-halting moments fpeed, 
e fhall fnap the brittle thre^ ; 

Then, ^U unknown, 
me with th' inglorious de^d, 

Forgbt-a^d gone ! 



H4 



But 



%, 
I 



I 
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But why o* Death begin a talc ? 
Juft now we're living found and hale. 
Then top and maintop croud the fail^ 

Heave Care o'er-fide I 
And large, before Enjoyment's gale, . 

* 

Let's tak the tide. 

This life, fae far's I underftand,^ 
Is a' enchanted fairy land, 
Where Pleafure is the Magic Wand, 

^ That, wielded right, 

Maks Hours like Minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fu' light. 
■» 

The magic wand then let us wield ; ' 
For, ance that five-an'-forty's fpeel'd. 
See crazy, weary, joylefs £ild, 

Wi' wrinkl'd face. 
Comes hoftin, hirplin owre the field, 

Wi' creepin pace. 



When 



^ 
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When ance Ufe*j( day draws near the gloa* 



min^ 



Then fareweel vacant carelefs roamin ; 

An' fareweel chearfu' tankards foamin, 

An* focial noife ; 

An' fareweel dear, deluding~a«;owfl«, 

The joy of joys I 

O Life ! how pleafant in thy morning, 
Toung Fancy's rays the hills adorning ! 
Cold-paufing Caution's leflbn fcorning, 

\^e friflc away, 
Like fchool-boys, at the expe6ted warning. 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here. 
We eye the rofe upon the brier. 
Unmindful that the thorn is near, . 

Among *the-leaves ;• .! - 

^ And 
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And tho' the puny wound appear^ 

Short while it grieves^ 

Some, lucky, find a flow'ry fpot. 
For which they never toil'd nor fwat ; 
They drink the fweet aad eat the fat, 

But care oi pain ; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high difdain. 

With fteady aim, fome Fortune chafe ; 
Keen hope does ev'ry finew brace ; 
Thro' fair, thro' foul, they urge the race. 

And feixe the prey : 
Then canie, in fome cozie place. 

They clofe tht day^ 

And others, like your humble fervan% 
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads obfervin \ 

Tc 



:' - « 
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To right or Irft, eternal fwcrvin. 

They zig zag on ; 

Till curft with agCp obfciire an' ilarvin^ 

They aften groan. 

V 

Alas ! what bitter toil ap' ftraining — 
But truce with peevilh, poor complaining ! 
Is' Fortune's fickle Luna waning ? 

E'en let her gang I 
Beneath what light fhe has remaining, 

Let's fing our fang. 

My pen I here fling to the door. 
And kneel, * Ye Pow'rs !'.and warm implore, 
* Tho' i Ihould wander ^erra o'er, 

< In all her climes, 
< Grant me but this, I afk no more, 

' Ay rowth o' rhymes. 



Gie 
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* Gie dreeping roafts to countra Lairds^ 

* Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 

* Gie fine braw claes to fine Life-guards, 

* And Maids of Honor ; 

* And yill an' whifky gie to Cairds, 

* Until they fconner. 

* A Title, Bempjler merits it ; 

* A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 

* Gie wealth to fome be-ledger'd Cit, 

* In cent, per cent. 

* But give me real, fterlrng Wit, 

* And I'm content. 

* While Ye are pleas'd to keep me hale, 

* I'll fit down o'er my fcanty meal, 

* Be't water-brofe or mujlin-kailj 

* Wi chearfu' face, 
' As lang's the Mufes dinna fail 

* To fay the grace.' 



An 



i 
\ 
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An anxious e'e I never throws 
Behint my lug, or by my nofe ; 
[ jouk beneath Misfortune's blows 

As weePs I may ; 
Sworn foe to Sorrow, Care, and Profe, 

1 rhyme away. 

O ye douce folk, that live by rule, 
Grave, tidelefs-blooded, calm and cool. 
Compared wi' you — ^O fool ! fool ! fool I 

How much unlike I 
Your hearts are juft a (landing pool. 

Your lives, a dyke [ 

Nae hair-brain'd, fentimental tracer 
In your unletter'd, namelefs faces I 
In ariofo trills and graces 

Ye never ftray, 
liWt gravijjimoj folemn bafles 

Ye hum away. 



Ye 
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Ye are fae grave^ nae doubt ye're wifr s 
Nae ferly tho' ye do defpife 
The hairum-fcainun ram-dam boysy 

The rattlin fquad : 
J fee you upward taft your ejrcs— 

-wYe ken the road.— ^^ 

Whilft I«-bat I ihall haud me tbere^ 
Wi' you I'll fcarce gang wtj wbere^^ 
Thep, ^amie^ I fhall fay nae mair. 

But quat my fang^ 
Content i^V Ton to mak a pair, 

Whafe'cr I gang, 



A 
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DREAM, 



sse 



^oughtSf wofdSf and deeds^ the Statute blames with 

reafon ; 
Butfurefy Dreams were ne^er indzRed ^reafon. 



I^On reading, in the public papers, the Laureates Ode^ 
with the other parade of June 4. 1786, the Author 
was no fooner dropt afleep, than he imagined him- 
felf tranfported to the Birth-^ny Levee ; and in his 
^reainmg fancy, made the foUowii^g Addrefs\. 



I, 



GUiD-MORNiN to your Majejlyf 
May heav'n augment your bliffes, 



On 



( "8 ) 

On cv'ry new Birtb^day ye fee, 

A humble Poet wifhes I 
My Bardfliip here, at your Levee^ 

On fie a day as this is, 
Is fure an uncouth fight to fee, 

Amang thae Birth-day drefles 

a Sae fine this day. 



11. 



I fee ye're complimented thrang, 

By mony a lord and lady ; 
* God fave the King !' *s a cuckoo fang 

That's unco eafy faid ay ; 
The Poets^ too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel-turn'd and ready, 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wrang, 

Jut ay unerring fteady, 

On fie a day. 



II 



'jfjl^ . f _. I .■ _ t, %■'•,. ^ M^ ifi' . . .^ ,'M.i'- y ^.1 






( "9.) 



III. 

For me ! ' before a Monarch's face, 

Ev'n there I winna flatter j 
For neither Penfion, Poll, nor Place, 

Am I your humble debtor : 
So, nae reflexion on Tour Grace, 

Your Kingfliip to befpatter ; 
There's monie waur. been o' the Race, 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than You this day. 



IV. 



*Tis very true, my fov'reign King, 

My (kill may weel be doubted : 
But Fa6ts are cheels that winna ding, 

An' downa be difputed : 

Vol. I. I Your 






( 13° ) 

Your Royal Neft, beneath Your wing. 
Is e'en right reft an' clouted, 

And now the third part of the firing. 
An' lefs, will gang about it 

Than did ae day. 



. V. 

« 

Far be't frae me that I afpire 

To blame your Legiflation, 
Or fay, ye wifdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation I 

But, faith ! I ihuckle doubt, my Sire, 

Te've trailed Miniftration 
To chaps, wha, in a barn or byre. 

Wad better fill'd their ftation 

Than courts yon day. 



VI 



• i 




^ 

i 

V 

I 



( Jt3i ) 



VL 



And ilbw ye've gito auld Britain peace> 

Her bi?oken fhins to plaifter ; 
Tour fair taxation does her fleece^ 

Till fhe has fcarce a teller ; 
For me, thank God, vAf life's a kafei 

Na^ bargain wearing fafter. 
Or, faith ! I fear, that, wi' the geefe, 

I fhortly booft to paftiire 

I' the craft fome day. 



VII. 

i^m no miftrufting Willie Pitt, 

When taxes he enlarges^ '. 
(An' WiWs 2i true gi^id fallow's Get, 

A Name not Envy fpairges), 

1 2 That 
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That he intends to pay your debt, 
An' leflen a* your charges ; 

But, G-d-fake ! Ittme favin^-Jit 
Abridge your bonie Barges 

An* Boats this day. 



VIII. 

Adieu, my Liejre ! may Freedom geek 

Beneath your high protedion ; • 
An' may Ye rax Corruption's neck, 

And gie her for difleftion ! 
But fince I'm here, I'll no negled, 

In loyal, true affedion. 
To pay your ^leen^ with due refpeft, 

My fealty an' fubjedlion 

This great Birth-day. 



IX. 



1 1 



:.«...' 



( '33 ) 



IX. 

Hail, Majejly Mojl Excellent ! 

While Nobles drive to pleafe Ye, 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A fimple P9et gies Ye ? 
Thae bonie Baimtime, Heav'n has lent, 

Still higher may they heeze Ye 
In blifs, till Fate fome day is fent, 

For ever to releafe Ye 

Frae care that day. 



X. 



For you, young Potentate o' W— — , 

I tell your Higbnefs fairly, 
Down Pleafure's ftream, wi' fwelling fails, 

I'm tauld ye'fe driving rarely ; 
But fome day ye may gnaw your nails, 

An' curfe your folly fairly, 

I 3 That 



1 



( 134 ) 

That e*er ye brak Diana*s pales. 
Or rattl'd dice wi' CbarliCf 

I By night or day. 



XI. 

Yet aft a ragged Cowte^s been known 

To mak a noble Aiver ; 
So, ye may doucely fill a Throne, 

For a' their clifti-ma-claYer : 
There, Him * at Agincourt wha (hone, 

Few better were or braver ; 
And yet, wi' funny, queer Sir John f , 

He was an unco fhaver 

For monie a day. 



* King Henry V. 

't Sir John Falflaff, Vide Shal$.efpeare. 



XIL 



( ^35 ) 



XIL 



For you, right' rev'rend O , 

Nane fets the lawn^Jleeve fweeter, 
Altho' a ribban at your lug 

Wad been a drefs completer : 
As ye difown yon paughty dog 

That bears the Keys of Peter, 
Then, fwith I an' get a wife to hug, 

Or, trouth ! ye'U ftain the Mitre 

Some lucklefs day. 



XIII. 

Young, royal Tarry Breeks, I learn, 
Ye've lately come athwart her ; i 

A glorious Galley *, ftem an' ftern, 
Weel rigg'd for Fetius barter ; 

1 4 But 

* Alluding to the News-paper acipount of a certaia 
Royal Sailor's amour* 
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But firft hang out, that fhe'll dipTcern, 

Your hymeneal charter. 
Then heave aboard your grapple ainij. 

An', large upo' her quarter. 

Come full that day, 

XIV. 

ITe, laftly, bonie bloflbms a'. 

Ye royal Lafies dainty, 
Heav'n mak you guid as weel as bra\i% 

An' gie you lads a-plenty : 
But frieer lia Briti/h boys awa', 

For Kings are unco fcant ay ; 

9 

An' German Gentles are but fma\ 
They're better juft than want ay 

On onie day. 

XV. 

God blefs you a' ! confider now, 
Ye'fe unco muckle dautet ; 



Bi] 
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i 

r- But ere the courfe o' life be through, 
I ' It may be bitter fautet : 
r An' I hae feen their coggie fou, 
- That yet hae tarrow't at it ; 
• But or the day was done, I troxf , 
.. Th^ laggen th.ey hae clautet 

Fu ■ clean that day. 



THE 



' M. 



( 138 ) 



THE 



VISION. 



r ■ t . 



DUAN FIRST*, 



X HE fun had clos'd the winter day. 
The Curlers quat their roaring play. 
An' hunger'd Maukin taen her way 

To kail-yards green. 



While 



* Duan, a term of OfEan's for the different divifions 
of a digreffivc Poem. See his Cath-Loda^ vol. 2, of 
M'Phcrfon's Tranflation. 
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5Vhile faithlefs fnaws ilk ftep betray 

Whare fhe has been* 

The Threftier's vft^Lxy flingin-tree 
The lee-lang day had tired me ; 
And whan the Day had clos'd his e'c, 

Far i' the Weft, 

3en i' the Spence, right penfivelie, 

I gaed to reft. 

» 
I 

There, lanely, by the ingle-cheek, 
I fat and ey'd the fpewing reek, 
That filPd, wi' hoaft-prdvoking fmeek, 

The auld, clay biggin ; 
' An* heard the reftlefs rattons fqueak 

About the riggin. 

All in this mottie, mifty clime, 
f backward mus'd on wafted time, 



How 



( I40 ) 

How I had Ipent my youthfu* prime. 

An' done nae-thing. 
But ilringin blethers up in rhyme. 

For fools to fing. 

Had I to guid advice but harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market. 
Or ftrutted in a Bank an' clarkit 

My cafli- account ; 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-farkit. 

Is a' th' amount. 

I llarted, mutt'ring, blockhead ! coof ! 
And heav'd on high my waukit loof. 
To fwear by a' yon ftarry roof. 

Or fome rafli arth. 
That I, henceforth, would be rhyme-proof 

Till my laft breath— 

Wh 
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Wjien click ! the firing the liuck did draw : 

I 

And jee I the door gaed to the wa' ; 
And by my ingle-lowe I faw, 

Now bleezin bright, 
A tight, outlandifh Hizzit, braw, 

Come full in fight. 

Ye need na doubt, I held my whiftit ; 
The infant aith, half-form'd, was cruiht ; 
I glowr'd as eerie's I'd been duflit 

In fome wild glen ; . 
When fweet, like modeft Worth, Ihe blulht. 

And ftepped ben. ^ 

Green, flender, leaf-clad Holly-houghs 
Were twitted, gracefu', round her brows, 
[ took her for fome Scottijb Mufe^ 

By that fame token ; 
\n' come to flop thofe recklefs vows, 

Wou'd foon been broken, 

A 



( 14^ ) 

A * hair-brain'd fentimental trace' 
Was ftrongly marked in her face ; 
A wildly-witty, niftic grace 

Shone full upon her j 
Her eye, ev'n turn'd on empty fpace, 

Beam'd keen with Honors 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan fheen. 
Till half a leg was fcrimply feen ; 
And fuch a leg ! my bonie Jean 

Could only peer it ; 
Sae draught^ fae taper, tight and clean, 

Nane elfe came near it. 

Her Mantle large, of greenifh hue. 
My gazwig wonder chiefly drew ; 
Deep lights ^ndjhades^ bold-mingling, threw 

A luftre grand ; 
And feem'd, to my aflonifh'd view, 

A well known Land. 

Her^ 



I 
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Here, rivers in the fea were loft ; 
There, mountains to the Ikies were toft r 

Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coaft. 

With furging foam ; 

There, diftant flione Art's lofty boaft. 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Boon pour'd down his far-fetched 
floods ; 
There, well-fed Irwine ftately thuds : 
Auld hermit Ayr ftaw thro' his woods. 

On to the (hore ; 
And many a lefler torrent feuds. 

With feeming roar. 

Low, in a fandy valley fpread, 
Ap ancient Borough rear'd her head j 
Still, as in Scottifti ftory read. 

She boafts a Race, 

To 



L 
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To cv*ry nobler virtue bred. 

And polifh'd grace. 

By ftately tow'r or palace fair. 
Or ruins pendent in the air. 
Bold Items of Heroes, here and there, 

I could difcern ; 
Some feem'd to mufe, fome feem'd to dare. 

With feature ftern. 

My heart did glowing tranfport feel. 
To fee a Race * heroic wheel, 
And brandifh round the deep-dyM-fteel 

In fturdy blows ; 
While back-recoiling feem'd to reel 

Their Suthron foes. 



* T^e Wallaces. 



Hi 
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His Country's Saviour *, mark him well I 
Bold Ricbardton\ f heroic fwell ; 
The chief on Sark % who glorious fell. 

In high command ; 
And He whom ruthlefs Fates expell 

His native lan4* 



There, 



* William Wallace: 



t Adam Wallace of Ricbardton, couiin to the im- 
mortal Preferver of Scottifb Independence. 

X Wallace, Laird of Craigie, ^vho was fecond in com- 
mand, under Douglas, Earl of Ormond, at the famous 
battle on the banks of Sark> fought anno 1448. That 
glorious viftory was principallj owing to the judicious 
copdudt and^intrepid valour of the gallant Laird of 
Craigie, who die4 of his wounds after the adlion. 



Vpi, I, 



K 
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There, where a fceptr'd Pi^ijb fhade * 
Stalk'd round his alhes lowly laid, 
I mark'd ^ martial race, pourtrayM 

. In colours ftrong ; 
Bold, foldier-featur'd, undifmay'd 

They ftrode along. 

f Thro* many a wild, romantic grove. 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for Friendfhip or for Love, 

Inmufingmood) 
An ajed Judges I faw him rove, 

Difpenfing good. 



With 



* Goilus, King of the PI£b, from whom the diftrid 
of Kyle is faid to take its name, lies buried, as tradition 
fays, near the family-feat of the Montgomeries of Coils* 
field, where hii> burial place is fiill lliown. 

t Barikimmin^, the feat of the Lord Ju(iice*Cler]c. 
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* With deep-ftruck reverential awe 
, The learned Sire and Son I faw, 

J To Nature's 'God and Nature's law 
t They gave their lore, 

This, all its fource and end to draw. 

That, to adore. 

Brydon^ brave Ward f I well could fpy, 
: Beneath old Scotia\ fmiling eye ; 
Who call'd on Fame, low ftanding by. 

To hand him on. 
Where many a Patriot-name on high 

And Hero flione. 



K 2 DUAN 



» Catrine, the feat of the late*Doaor, and prefcnt 
Profeflbr Stewart, 

f Colonel FuUarton* 






( 148 ) 



DUAN SECOND. 

With mufing-deep, aftonifh'd ftare, 
I view'd the heavenly-feeming Fair ; 
A whifp'ring throb did witnefs bear 

Of kindred fwcct. 

When with an elder Sifter's air 

She did Hie greet. 

f All hail ! my own infpired Bard ! 

* In me my native Mufe regard ! 

* Nor longer mourn thy fete is hard, 

* Thus poorly low I 

* 5 come to give thee fuch reward 

y * As we beftow. 

« 
' Know, the great Genius of this Land 

' Has many a light, aerial band. 
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* Who, all beneath his high command, 

f Harmonioiifly, 

* As Arts or Arms they underftand, 

* Their labours ply. 

* They Scotid^s race among them fhare ; 

* Some fire the Soldier on to dare ; 

* Some roiife the Patriot up to bare 

* Corruption's heart : 
^ Some teach the Bard, a darling care, 

' The tunaful art, 

* 'Morig fwelling floods of reeking gore, 

* They ardent, kindling fpirits pour ; 

* Or, mid the venal Senate's roar, 

* They, fightlefs^ ftand, 

* To mend the honeft Patriot-lore, 

< And grace the hand. 



K3 
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* And when the Bard, or hoary Sage, 

* Charm or inftrud the future age, 

* They bind the wild, Poetic rage 

* In energy, 

* Or point the inconclufive page 

* Full on the eye. 

* Hence FuUarton, the brave and young ; 

* Hence Dempjier^s zeal-infpired tongue ; 

* Hence, fweet harmonious BeaUie fung 

^ His " Minftrel lays ;'- 
' Or tore, with noble ardour ftung, 

* The Sceptic^ ^hzy^. 

* To lower orders are aflign'd 

' The humbler ranks of Human-kind, 

* The ruftic Bard, the laboring Hind, 

* The Artifan ; 

* All chufe, as various they're inclined, 
I . * The various man. 



Whei] 
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* When yeiloW waves the heavy grain^ 

* The threatening ftorm fome, ftrongly, rein ; 

* Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

* With tillage-fkill j 

* And fome inftrud the Shepherd*train, 

* Blythe o'er the hill. 

* Some hint the Lover's harmlefs wile ; 

* Some grace the Maiden's artlefs fmile ; 

* Some footh the Lab'rer's weary tdil, 

* For humble gains^ 

* And make his cottage-fcenes beguile 

* His cares and painar* 

* Some, bounded to a diftrift-fpace, 

* Explore at large Man's infant race, 

* To mark the enibryotic trace 

* Of ruflic Bard; 

« And careful note each op'ning girace^ 

' A guide and guard. 

K4 Of 
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* Of tbefe. am L-^oiia my name ; 

* And this diftrid as mine I claim, 

* Where once the Campbells^ chiefs of &me^ 

* Held ruling pow*r ; 

* I marked thy embryo tuneful flame^ 

* Thy natal hour. 

* With future hopd, I oft would gaze^ 

* Fond, on thy little early ways, 

• * Thy rudely caroll'd, chiming phrafe^ 

[ In imcouth rhymes^ 

* Fir'd at the limpley artlefs lays 

* Of other times* 

* I faw thee feek the founding ihore, 

* Delighted with the dafhing roar ; ' . ' 

* Or when the North his fleecy ftote 

* Droye thro' the Iky^ 

* I faw grim Nature's vifage hoar 

^ . * Struck thy young eye. 

*Or 
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* Or when the deep green-mantPd Earth 
^ * Warm cherifh'd ev'ry floweret's birth, 
: * And joy and mufic pouring forth 

* In cV'ry grove, 
I' * I faw thee eye the gen'ral mirth V 

* With boundlefs love* 



I 



i 



I -4 



* When ripen'd fields, and azure Ikies, 
Caird forth the Reapers' ruftling noife, 
I faW thee leave their evening joys, 

* And lonely ftalk, 
To vent thy bofom's f welling rife 

* In penfive walk. 



* When youthful Love, warip-blufhing ftrong, 
' Keen-lhivering Ihot thy nerves along, 

* Thofe accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

* Th' adored NamCj 

* 1 taught thee how <o pour in fong, 

' To foothe thy flame. 
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* I faw thy pulfc's maddening play^ 

* Wild fend thee Pleafure*s devious way^ 

* Mifled by Fancy's meteor-ray, 

* By Paffion driven ; 

* But yet the light that led aftray 

* Was ligbt from Heaven* 



•#■ 



* 1 taught thy manners-painting itraids^ 

* The loves, the ways of Ample fwains, 

* Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

* Thy fame extends 5 

* And fome, the pride of Cdila^s plains, 

* Become thy friends* 



* Thou canft not learn, nor can I fliow, 
^ To paint with Thomfon^s landfcape glow ; 

* Or wake the bofom-mclting throe, 

^ With SbenJlone\ art 5 

* Or pour, with Qray, the moving flow 

* Warm on the heart. 

* Ye 
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* Yet all beneath th! unrivalled Rofe, 

* The lowly Daify fweetfy blows ; 

* Tho' large the foreff^s Monarch throws 

* His army fhade, 

* Yet green the juicy Hawthorn grows, 

* Adown the glade. 

' Then never mijrmur nor repine ; 

* Strive in thy humble fphere to fliine ; 

* And truft me, not Potqfi^s mine, 

* Nor King's regard, 

* Can give a blifs o'ermatching thine, 

* A rujlic Bard. 

* To give my counfels all in one, 

* Thy tuneful flame ftill careful fan ; 

* Preferve the Dignity of Man, 

* With foul ereift ; 
/ And truft, the Univerfal Plan 

* Will all protea. 



Af2d 
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* And wear thou /i&iy— fhe folenin faid, 
And bound the Holly round my head : 
The poli(h'd leaves, and berries red. 

Did ruftling play ; 
And, like a palling thought, (he fled 

In light away. 



ADDRES 







( IS7 ) 



A D D R E S S 

TO THE 

UNCO C U I D, 

OK THE 

f 

RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS. 



My/oft^ theft Maxims make a rule^ 

And lump them ay thegitheri 
VChe Rigid Righteous is a/ool^ 

Tie Rigid Wife anither .• 
^be cUaneJi com thai e*er was Mgbi 

May baefomepyles o* caff in; 
So ne*er afeUow-creaturefiight 

For random Jiis o* daffin* 

SoLOMOK.^-Edef. ch. vii. ver. x6. 



^ 



I. 

O YE wha are fae guid yourfel, * 

Sae pious and fee holy, 

Y«'ve 
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Tc've nought to do but mark and tell 
Your Neebour's fauts and folly ! 

Whafc life is like a weel-gaun mill, 
SupplyM wi' ftore o' water. 

The heapet happer's ebbing ftill. 
And ftill the clap plays clatter. 

II. 

Hear me, ye venerable Core, 

As counfel for poor mortals. 
That frequent .pafs douce Wifdom^s dck>r 

For glaikit Folly^s portals ; 
I, for their thoughtlels, carelefs fakes. 

Would here propone defences. 
Their donfie tricks, their black miftakes. 

Their failings and mifchances. 

III. 

• Te fee your flate wi' their's compared, 
Apd fhudder at the nifTer, 



Bu 
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But cad a moment's fair regard, 
^ What maks the mighty differ ; ^ 
^ Difcount what fcant occafion gave. 

That purity ye pride in, ' 
^ And (what's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Yonj better art o' hiding. 

IV. 

I 

Think, when your caftigated pulfe 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What ragings mull his veins convulfe, 
l That ftill eternal gallop : 
L Wi' wind and tide fair i' your tail, 
f Right on ye feud your fea-way ; 
But in the teeth o' baith to fail. 
It maks an unco leeway. 

V. 

§ee Social-life and Glee fit down. 
All joyous and unthinking. 



Till 
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Till, quite tranfmugrify'd, they're grown 

Debauchery and Drinking : 
O would they ftay to calculate 

Th' eternal confequences ; 
Or your ipore dreaded h-U to ftate, 

D-mnation of expences ! 

VL 

TTe high, exalted, virtuous Dames, 

Ty'd up in godly laces, 
Before ye gie poor Frailty names, 

Suppofe a change o' cafes ; 
A dear-lov'd lad, convenience £hug 

A treacherous inclination 

Put, let me whilper i' your lug, 

Ye're aiblins nae temptation, 

VIL 

Then gently fcan your brother Man, 
3till gentler fitter Woman ; 



1 
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Tho' they may gang a kennin wrang. 

To ftep afide is human : 
One point muft ftill be greatly dark. 

The moving Wby they do it : 
And juft as lamely can ye mark. 

How far perhaps they rue it. 



y 



VIII. 

Who made the heart, 'tis He alone 

Decidedly can try us. 
He knows each chord its various tone. 

Each fpring its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be mute. 

We never can adjuft it ; 
"\Vhat's done we partly may compute, 

But know not what's rejijled.\ 



Vol, I. L TAM 
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TAM SAMSO N'S* 



ELEGY. 



An bontjl man** the nohlffl work of Cod. 

Pope. 



Has auld K«»******* feen the Deil ? 
Or great M******** f thrawn his heel ? 

Or 

• When this worthy old Sportfman went out laft 
muirfowl feafon, he fuppofed it was to be, in Oflian's 
phrafe, * the laft of his fields ,' and exprefifed an ardent 
wifli to die and be buried in the muir$. On this hint 
the Author compofed hb Elegj and Epitaph, 

f A certain Preacher, a great favourite with tho 
Minion. Vide the Ordikation, p. 85, 
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[>j. R##«#«## I ^gjiijx grown wed, 

To preach an' read ? 
Na^ waur than a' I' cries ilka chiel, 

^ Tarn San^fon's dead !* 

K********* lang may grunt an' grane, 
\ji' figh, aa' feb, an' greet her lane, 
\li' dead her b^rm, man, wife, an' wean, 

In mourning weed ^ 
jTo Peath, flxe's dearly paid the kane. 

Tarn Samfon's dead ! 



The Brethren of the myftie level 
IMay hing their bea4|in wofu' bevel. 
While by their nofe the tears will revel, 

Like ony bead ; 

L 2 Death's 



-)- Another Preacher, an equal favodrite with the 
Few, who was at that time ailing. For him fee alfo 
.he ORniKATioN, ftaaza IX. 
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Death's gien the Lodge an unco devel. 

Tarn Samfon's dead ! 

When Winter muffles up his cloak. 
And binds the mire like a rock, 
When to the loughs the Curlers flock, 

Wi' gleefome fpeed, 
Wha will they ftation at the cock, 

Tam Samfon's dead ? 

He was the king o' a' the Core, 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore. 
Or up the ring like Jebu roar 

In timftj[)f need ; 
But now he lags on Death's hog-JcorCy 

Tam Samfon's dead ! 

Now fafe the ftately Sawmont fail. 
And Trouts bedropp'd wi' crimfon hail, 
^nd Eels weel ken'd for fouple tail. 

And Geds for greed. 



Sine 



w- *f/-, 



I 



I 
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( »65 ) 
Since dark in Dc^th^ sji/b-creel we wail 



Tam Samfon dead ! 



I 



Rejoice ye birring Paitricks a' ; 
Ye cootie Moorcocks, croufely craw ; 
Ye Maukins, cock your fud fu' braw, 

Withoutten dread ; 
Tour mortal fae is now awa% 

Tam Samfon's dead ! 



\ 



That Woefu* morn be ever mourn'd 
Saw him in fliootin graith adornM, 
While Pointers round impatient burnM, 

JGiirae couples freed ; . 
But, Och I he gaed and ne'er returned ! 

Tam Samfon' s dead I 



In vain Auld-age his body batters ; 

In vain the Gout his ancles fetters ; 

L3 In 



I 



/ 
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In vain the bums came down like waters^ 

An acre braid ! 
Now cv'ry auld wife, greetin, clatters. 

Tarn Samfon's dead I 

■ 

Owre mony a weary hag he limpit. 
An ay the tither (hot he thumpit. 
Till coward Death behind him jumpit, 

Wi* deadly feide ; 
Now he proclaims, wi' tout o' trumpet. 

Tarn Samfon*s dead ! 

When at his heart he felt the dagger^ 
He reePd his wonted bottM^fwagger, 
But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi' weel-aim*d heed ; 
* L— d, five I' he cry'd, an' owre did ftagger ; 

Tam Samfon's dead ! 



Ilk 



•1 
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Ilk hoary Hunter mourn'd a brither ; 

Ilk Sportfman-jouth bemoanM a father ; 
Yon anld gray ilane, amahg the heather, 

Marks out his head^ 
Whare Burns has wrote, in rhyming blether, 

Tom Sam/on^ s dead ! 

There, loW he lies, in lafting reft \ 
Perhaps upon his mould'ring bread 
Some fpitefu* muirfowl bigs her neft, 

To hatch an* breed : ' 
Alas ! nae mair he'll them moleft ! 

Tarn Samfon's dead ! 

When Auguft winds the heather wave^ 
And Sportfmen wander by yon grave. 
Three voUies let his mem'ry crave 

O* pouther an' lead, 
Till Echo anfwer frae her cave^ 

Tarn Samfon's dead ! 

L 4 Heav'n 



( i68 ) 

Heaven reft his faul, whare'er he be ! 
Is th* with o* monj mae than me : 
He had twa fauts, or may be three. 

Yet what remead ? 
Ae focial, honed man want we : 

Tarn Samfon's dead ! 



THE EPITAPH. 

Tam Samson's weel-worn clay here lies. 
Ye canting Zealots, fpare him ! 

If Honeft Worth in Heav'n rife, 
Ye'll mend or ye win near him. 



PER 



( ^^9 ) 



PER CONTRA, 

Go, Fame, an' canter like a filly 
Thro' a' the ftreets an' neuks o' Kiltie *, 

Xell ev'ry fecial, honeft billie 

To ceafe his grievin, 

For* yet, unfkaith'd by Death's gleg gullie, 

'^am Samfon^s livin^ 



* KiUie is a phrafe the country-folks fometimes ufe 
£br the name of a certain town in the Weft. 



TH£ 



I ' 



( '70 ) 



THE following POEM will, by many 
Readers, be well enough ^inderftood ; but for 
the fake of thofe who are unacquainted with 
the manners and traditions of the country 
where the fcene is caft, Notes are added, to 
give fome account of the principal Charms 

and Spells of that Night, fo big with Pro- 
phecy to the Peafantry in the Weft of Scot- 
land. The paffion of prying into Futurity 
makes a ftriking part of the Hiftory of Hu- 
man Nature in its rude ftate, in all ages and 
nations; and it may b^ fome entertainment 
to a philofophic mind, if any fuch (hould ho- 
nour the Author with a perufal, to fee the re- 
mains of it, among the more unenlightened 
in our own. 



( 171 ) 



HALLOWEEN* 



Tes > Itt the Rich deride^ tU Proad dijdoin^ 
Tibe JimpU phafuret of the htvlj^ train .• 
5o me mon dear^ congenial to my hearty 
One nativi charm, than all the glofs of art. 

GOLDSMITtf. 



I, 

vJPON that night, when Fairies light. 

On Caffilis Downans f dance. 

Or 

* Is thought to be a iiight when Witches, Devils, 
and other xnifchief-maklog beings, are all abroad on 
their baneful, midnight errands; particularly thofe 
aerial people, the Fairies, are faid, on that night, Co 
hold a grand Anniverfarj. 

f Certain little, romantic, rock/, green hilb, in thf^ 
neighbourhood of the ancient feat of the Earl^ of CailMid. 



( 172 ) = 

Or owre the lays, in fplendid blaze. 

On fprightly courfers prance ; 
Or for Colean the rout is ta'en, 

t 

Beneath the Moon's pale beams ; 
There, up the Cove *, to ftray an' rove 
Amang the rocks an' ftreams 

To fport that night. 



IL 

Amang the bony, winding banks^ 
Where Boon rins, wimplin, clear, 

Where Bruce f ance rul'd the martial ranks. 
An' (hook his Carrick fpear. 

Some 



* A noted cavern near Colean-houfe, called the Cove 
of Colean; which, as well as Caflilis Downans, is fa- 

» ■ • ■ 

pied, in country ftory, for being a favourite haunt of 
Fairies. 

f The famous family of that name^ the anceftors of 
Robert, the great Deliverer of his Country, were 
Earls of Carrick. 
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Some merry, friendly, countra folks, 

Together did convene. 
To burn their nits, an' pou their flocks, 

An' hand their Halloween 

Fu' blythe that night. 



IIL 

The lafles feat, an' cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when they're fine ; 
Their faces blythe, fa' fweetly kythe. 

Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin' : 
The lads fae trig, wi' wooer-babs, 

Weel knotted on their garten. 
Some unco blate, an' fome wi' gabs, 

Gar lafles hearts gang ftartin 

Whiles fafl: at night. 



IV. 



i»-^--^' _ ■ * ••*»»» 






( 174 ) 



IV. 



"Jhcn firft and foremoft, thro' the kail. 
Their Jiockj * maun a' be fought ance j 

They ftcek their e'en, an' graip an' wale. 
For muckle anes and draught anes. 



Poor 



X « The firft ceremonj of Halloween is, poUinf each a 
Stocky or plant of kail. They muft go out, band bfk 
hand, with eyes fhut, and pull the firft they meet with : 
Its being big or little, ftraight or crooked, is prophetic 
of the iizc and ibape of the grand objtSt of mil dieir 
fpells — the hulband or wife. If anyj//r^ or earth, ftick 
to the root, that is tocher ^ or fortune ; and the tafte of 
the cuJIoCj that is, the heart of the ftem, is indicative of 
the natural temper and difpofition. Laftlj, the ftems, 
or, to give thera their ordinary appellation, the runts^ 
are placed fomewhere above the head of the door ; and 
the Chriftian names of the people whom chance brings 
into the houfc, are, according to the priority of placing 
the runfSf the names in queftion. 



A'. 



'- »-^ I- ^ 
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Poor hav'rel Will fell afFthe drift, 
An' wandered thro' the Bow-kail^ 

An' pow't, for want o' better Ihift, 
A runt was like a fow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 



V. 



Then, ftraught or crooked, yird or nane, 

They roar an' cry a' throu'ther ; 
The vera wee-things, todlin, rin 

Wi' (locks out-owre their fhouther ; 
An' gif the cti/loc^s fweet or four, 

Wi' joftelegs they tafte them ; 
Syn^ coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' cannie care, they've plac'd them 

To lie that night. 



IV. 



•j 
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VI. 

■ • 

The lafles flaw frae 'mang them a*. 

To pou their Jlalks o' corn * ; 
But Rab flips out, an' jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn : 
He grippet Nelly hard an' faft ; 

Loud flcirl'd a* the laflTes ; 
But her tap-pickle maifl was loft. 

When kiutlin in the Faufe-houfe f 

Wi' him that night. 



VII. 



* They go to the barn-yard and pull each, at three 
feveral times, a fialk of Oats. If the third ilalk waQts 
the top-pickle, that is, the grain at the top of the fialk, 
the party in queflion will come to the marriage-bed any 
thing but a Maid. 

I 

f When the com is in a doubtful ftate, by being too 
green, or wet, the ftack-builder, by means of old tim- 
ber, 



( '77 ) 



VIL 

The auld Guidwife's weel-hoordet nits * 
Are round an* round divided. 

An' monie lads and lafTes fates 
Are there that night decided : 

Some kindle, couthle, fide by fide. 
An* bum thegither trimly ; 

Some flart awa, wi' faucy pride. 

And jump out-owre the chimlie 

Fu' high that night. 



Vol. I. 



M 



VIIL 



- ber, &c. makes a large apartment in hb (lack, T^ith an 
. opening in the fide which is faireu expofed to the wind : 

this he calls a Faufsfhoufe, 

* Burning the nuts is a favourite cl^arm. They name 
^ -the lad and lafe to each particular nut, as they lay them 

- in the fire ; and accordingly as they bum quietly toge- 
ther, dr dart from befide one another, the courfe and 
iflue of the Courtihip will be. 



"**~-r*Y-^ ■ ■ 
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VIII. 

Jean flips in twa wi' tentie e'e ; 

Wha 'twas, Ihe wadna tell ; 
But this is Jocky an* this is me^ 

She fays in to herfel : 
He bleez'd owre her, an* fhe owre him, 

As they wad never mair part, 
Till fufF ! he ftarted up the lum, 

An' Jean had e'en a fair heart 

To fee't that night, 



IX. 



Poor Willieji wi' his how-kail runt^ 
Was brunt wi' primfie Mallie ; 

An' Mary, nae doubt, took the drun|| 
Tp be compar'd to Willie : 



Mair 



> .^ v*. . - -» 



( 179 ) 

Mall** nit lap out wi* pridefu' fling, 
An' her ain fit it brunt it j 

While Willie lap, and fwoor hyjing^ 
•Twas juft the way he wanted 

To he that night. 



X. 



Kell had the Faufe-houfe in her min*, 

She pits herfel an' Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they fweetly joiu, 

Till white in afe they're fobbin : 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view, 

She whifper'd Rob to leuk for't : 
Rob, ftownlins, prie'd her bonie mou, 

jFu' cozie in the neuk for't, 

Unfeen that night. 



jy[2 



XI. 



\ 






( x8o ) 



' I 
1 



XI. 



But Merran fat behint their backs* 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell ; 
She lea'es them gaftiin at their cracks, 

And flips out hy herfel : 
She thro' the yard the neareft taks^ 

An' to the kiln fhe goes then. 
An' darklins grapit for the banks, 

And in the blue-clue * throws then, 

Right fear't that pight. 

XIL 

♦ Whoever would, with fuccefs, try this fpell, muft 
ftridly obferve thefe diredions : Steal out, all alojie, to 
the kilfiy and, darkling, throw into the pot^ a clue of 
blue yarn ; wind it in a new clue off the old one ; and, 
towards the latt^ end, fomething will hold the thread -, 
demand, wha bauds ? i. e. who holds ; and anfwer will 
be returned from the kiln-pot, by naming the Ch^ifUan 
name and Surname of your future Spoufe. 



\ 



•»>> 
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XII. 

An' ay fhe win't, an' ay flie fwat, 

I wat ihe made nae jaukin ; 
Till fomethingheld withiu the pat ; 

Guid L — d ! but flie was quakin ! 
But whether 'twas the Deil himfel. 

Or whether 'twas a bauk-en', 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To fpier that night. 



XIII. 

Wee Jenny to her Graunie fays, 

* Will ye go wi' me, Graunie ? 
* I'll eat the apple * at the glafs, 

^ I gat frae lincle Johnie :' 

:, M3 She 

* ^ake a candle, and go alone to a looking glafs \ eat 
an ap^Ie before it, and fome traditions fay, you fhould 

coxab 



X 



I 
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She fuflf*t her pipe wi'fic a lunt, 
In wrath (he was fae vap^rin^ 

She notic't na, an aizle brunt 
Her braw new worfet apron 

Out thro* that night. 



XIV. 

* Ye little Skelpie-limmer's face I 

* I daur you try fie fportin, 

< As feek the foul Thief ony place, 

* For him to fpae your fortune " 

* Nae doubt but ye may get z,Jigbt I 

* Great caufe ye hae to fear it; 

* For monie a ane has gotten a fright; 

* An' liv'd aa' di'd deleeret, 

' On fie a night. 



XV. 



comb your hair all the time ; the face of year eooj^^l 
companion, to be^ will be feen in the glals, as if pip- 
ing over your (honlder. 



^ , 
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XV. 

* Ae liairft afore the Sheiri?a-muir, 

* I mind*t as weel's yeftreen, 

* I was a gilpey then, I'm fare 

* I was na paft fyfteen : 

^ The Simmer had heen cauld an' waf, 

* An' ftuflf was unco green j 

* An' ay a rantin kirn we gatj 

' And juft on Halloween 

* It fell that night 



XVI. 



* Out Stihble-rig was Rab M*Graefl| 

* A ckver, fturdy fallow ; 

' His Sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean^ 

* That liv'd in Achitiacalla : 

M4 



He 



« 
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^ He gat hemp-feed* y I mind it weel, 

* An' he made unco light o't ; 
* But monie a day was hy bimfelj 

* He was fae fairly frighted 

* That vera night** 



XVII. 

Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 

m 

An' he fwoor by his confcience. 

That 



* Steal out, unperceivedi and fow a handful of hemp* 
feed ; harrowing it with any thing you can convenient- 
ly draw after you. Repeati now and thto, * Hemp- 

* feed I (aw thee. Hemp-feed I faw thee ; and him j(or 
< her) that is to lie iny true^lovei eoopie ^fter me «qd 

* pou thee.' Look over your left ihoulder, and you 
will fee the appearance of the perfon invoked, in the 
attitude of pulling hdtnp/ Sotne traditions (ay, * Come 
' after me, and ihaw thee/ thaii^i, f])ew thy&If; in 
which cafe, it iimply appears. Others omit the harrow- 
ing^ and fay, ^ Gome after me, and harrow thee/ 



( i85 ) 

That he covld/aw bemp-fsed a peck ; 

For it was a' but nonfenfe ; 
The auld guidman raught down the pock. 

An' out a handfu' gied him ; 
Syne bad him flip fra^ '^nang the folk. 

Some time when nae ane fee'd him, 

An' try't that pighL 



XVIIL 

He marches thro' amang the ftacks, 
Tho' he was fomething fturtin ; 

The^r^i^ he for a barrow taks. 
An' haurls at his curpin : 

■ 

An' cv'ry now an' then, he fays, 

* Hemp-feed I faw thee, 

* An' her that is to be my laft, 

* Come after roc, and draw th^e 

i * As faft this night.' 



XIX. 



( 



( i8^ ) 
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XIX. 

He whiftlM up Lord Lenox* march^ 
To keep his courage cheary j 

Altho' his hair began to arch^ 

He was fae fley'd an' eerie : 
Till prefently he hears a fqueak. 

An* then a grane an' gruntle ; 
He by his fhouther gae a keek. 

An' tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night< 



XX. 

He roar'd a horrid mutder-fliout, 

In dreadfu' defperation I 
An' young an' auld came rinnin out, 

An' hear the fad narration : 



Ui 



* 
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He fwoor 'twats hilchin Jean M^Craw, 
Or crouchie Merran Humphie, 

Till flop ! fhe trotted thro' them a' ; 
An* wha was it but GrumpbiCj 

Afteer that night ! 



XXL 



Meg fain wad to the Barn hae gaen, 
To winn three wecbts o' naetbing * ; 



But 



* This charm muft likewlfe be performed, unper^ 
ceivedi and alone. You go to the barn^ and open both 
doors, taking them off the hinges, if poffible , for there 
is danger, that the beings about to appear, maj (hut the 
doors, and do jou fome mifchief. Then take that ia- 
ftniment ufed in winnowing the corn, which, in our 
country dialed, we call a wecbt ; and go through all the 
attitudes of letting down corn againft the wind. Re- 
peat it three times -, and, the third time, an apparitioif 
will pafs through the barn, in at the windj door, and 

one 



• t 
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But for to meet the Deil her lane. 
She pat but little faith in : 

She gies the Herd a pickle nits, . 
An' twa red cheekit apples, 

To watch, while for the barn fhe fets. 
In hopes to fee Tarn Kipples 

That vera night. 



XXIL 

She turns the key wi' cannie thraw. 
An* owre the threfhold ventures ; 

But firft on Sawnie gies a ca% 
Syne bauldly in flie enters ; 

A ratton rattPd up the wa*, 

An' fhe cry'd, L— d preferve her ! 



An' 



out at the other, having both the figure ^inqueflioa, and 
the appearance or retipue, marking the employmeat or 
ftation in life. 
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An' ran thro' midden-hole an' a' 
An' pray'd wi' zeal and fervour, 

Fu' fail that night. 



XXIII. 

They hoy't out Will, wi' fair advice ; 

They hecht him fome fine braw ane ; 
It chanc'd the Stack YitfaddomU thrice*^ 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin ; 
Jle taks a fwirlie, auld mofs-oak, 

For fome black, groufome Carlin ; 
An' loot a winze, an' drew a ftroke. 

Till (kin in blypes came haurlin 

AfT's nieves that night. 

XXIV. 

» 

♦ T^kc an opportunity of going, unnoticed, to a Bear* 
Jiaci^ and fathom it three times round. The lad fa- 
thom of the laft time, you will catch in jour jirms the 
appearance of your future conjugal yoke-fellow. 



( ipo ) 



XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was. 

As canty as a kittlen j 
Put, Och ! that night, an^ng the Ihaws, 

She gat a fearfu' fettlin I ^ 

She thro* the whins, an' by the cairn. 

An' owre the hill gaed fcrievin, 
Whare three Lairds* lands met at a hum *, 

To dip her left fark-fleeve in. 

Was bent that night, 

XXV. 

* You go out, one or more, for this is a focial fpell, 
to a fouth running fpring or rivulet, where * three 
*• Lairds lands meet,' and dip your left (hirt fleeve. Go 

9 

to bed in fight of a fire, and hang your wet fleeve be- 
fore it to dry. Lie awake ; and, fome time near mid- 
night, an apparition, having the exaft figure of the 
grand objeA in queflion, will come and turn the fleeve, 
a^ if to dry the other fide of it. 



( m ) 



\ 

r 
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XXV. 

Whyles pwre a linn the burnie plays, 

As thro' the glen it wimpl't ; 
Whyles round a rocky fear it ftrays 5 

Whyles in a wiel it dimpP t ; 
Whyles glitter' d to the nightly rays, 

Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle ; 
Whyles cookit underneath the braes, 

Pelow the fpreading hazle, 

Unfeen that night. 



pcll/J XXVL • 

hrect 

^|. Amang the brachens, on the brae, 

J Between her an' the moon, 
^^ I The Deil, or elfe an outler Quey, 
G^t up an' gae a croon : 



Poor 



1W« i » 
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Poor Lcexie*s heart maid lap the hool ; 

Near lav'rock-height fhe jumpit. 
But mid a fit, an' in the pool 

Out-owre the lugs (he plurapit, 

Wi' a plunge that night. 



XXVII. 

In order, on the clean hearth- ft ane. 

The Luggies three * are ranged. 
And ev'ry time great care is ta'en. 

To fee them duly changed : 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin Mar^s^year did defire, 
Becaufe he gat the toom-dilh thrice. 

He heav'd them on the fire 

In wrath that night. 



/ ■•• 



^-^'^ XXVIII. 






* Take three diihes ; pul clean water in one, foul 
water in another, leave the third empty \ blindfold a 

perfon, 
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XXVIII. 

Wi' merry fangs, an' friendly cracks, 
I wat they did na weary ; 

An' unco tales, an' funnie jokes. 

Their fporl^cvere cheap an' cheary ; 

Till buttered S^^ ^, wi' fragrant lunt. 
Set a' their gabs a-fteerin ; 

Syne 

perfon, and lead him to the hearth where the diflies 
are ranged ; he (or flie) dips the left hand : if by chance 
in the clean water, the future hufband or wife will come 
to the bar of Matrimony a maid *, if in the foul, a wi- 
dow ; if in the enppty diih, it foretels, with equal cer- 
tainty, no marriage at all. It is repeated three times ; 
and every time the arrangement of the dilhes is alter- 
ed. 

■ 

* Sowens, with butter inflead of milk to them, is al- 
ways the Halloween Supper, 

Vol. I. N 



I 
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Syne, wi* a fecial glafe o' ftrunt. 
They parted afF careerin 

Ftt' blythe that night, 



fKS 
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THE 



AUtD FARMER'S 
mW^TEAR MOItNINd SAU/TJ^OlSt 

TO HIS 

AULD MARE, MAGGIE, 

On giring her the accuftomed Ripp df Cora 
to hanfel in the New Year, 



A Guid New-^ear I wifti thee, Maggie I 
Hae, there's a ripp to thy auld baggie : 
Tho* thou's howe-backit, now, an* kiiaggiCj 

IVe feen the day, 



N2 



T|iou 
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Thou could hae gaen like onie ftaggie 

Out-owre the lay. 

Tho' now thou's dowie, ft iff, an' crazy. 
An* thy auld hide as white's a daify, 
IVe feen thee dappPt, fleek, and gl^ie, 

A bony gray : 
He ihou'd been tight that daur't to raize thee, 

Ance in a day. 

Thou ance was i* the foremoft rank, 
K filly buirdly, ftceve, an' fwank, 
An' fet weel down a fhapely (hank. 

As e'er tread yird ; 
An* cou'd hae flown out-owre a ftank. 

Like ony bird. 



It's now fome nine-an'-twenty year. 
Sin thou was mj Guid-father's Mecre ; 



He 



■ \. 
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He gied me thee, o' tocher clear. 

An' fifty mark ; 

Tho' it was fma% twas weel-won gear. 

An' thou was Hark. 

When firfl I gaed to woo my Jenny^ 
Te then was trottin wi' your Minnie : 
Tho' ye was trickle, flee, an' funnie. 

Ye ne'er was donfie ; 
But hamdy, tawie, quiet, an' cannie. 

An' unco fonficp 

That day, ye pranc'd wi' muckle pride. 
When ye bure hame my bonny Bride : 
An' fweet an' gracefu' flie did ride, 

Wi' maiden air ! 
Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide. 

For fie a pair. 



N3 



Tho' 
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Tho' now ye dow but hoyte and hoble. 
An' winde like a feumont-coble, 
That day ye was a jinker noble. 

For heels an* win' \ 
An' ran them till they a' did wauble. 

Far, far, behin'. 



When thou an' I were young ^n^ fkiegh. 
An' ftable-meals at Fairs were driegh. 
How thou wad prance, an' fnorc, an' Ikriegh^ 

An' tak the road ! 
Town's bodies jran, an' flood abiegh, 

An' ca't thee mad. 

When thou was cornet, an' I was mellow, 
We took the road ay like a Swallow : 
At Broofes thou had ne'er a fellow. 

For pith an' fpeed ; 
But ev'ry tail thou pay't them hollow, 

Whare'er thou gaed. 

The 



•\ 
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The fina', droop-rumpl't, hunter cattle. 
Might aiblins waur't thee for a brattle ; 
But fax Scotch miles thou try't their mettle. 

An' gar't them whaizle ; * 
Nae whip nor fpur, but juft a wattle 

O' faugh or hazle. 

Thou was a noble Fiiiie^lan\ 
As e'er in tug or tow was drawn ! 
Aft thee an' I, in aught hours gaun. 

On guid March- weather, 

H^e turn'd fax rood befide our han'. 

For days thegither. 

Thou never braindg't, an' fetch't, an' fliflcit^ 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whifkit. 
An' fpread abreed thy weel-fiU'd briiket, 

Wi' pith and pow'r. 
Till fprittie knowes wad rair't and rifket. 

An* flypet owre. 

N 4 When 



s 
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When frofts lay lang, an' fiiaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labor back to keep, 
I gied thy cog a wee-bit heap 

Ab'oon the timmer ; 
I ken'd my Maggie wad na fleep 

For that, or Simmer. 

In cart or car thou never reeftit ; 
The fteyeft brae thou wad hae fac't it ; 
Thou never lap, and ften't, and breaftit, 

Then flood to blaw ; 
But juft thy ftep a wee thing haftit, 

Thou fnoov't awa. 



My Pleugb is now thy bairntime a* ; 
Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw ; 
Forbye fax mae, I'^^e fell't awa, 

That thou haft nurft : 
Xhey drew me thretteen pund an' twa. 

The vera warft. 



Monie 
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i 

Monie a fair daurg we twa hae wrought. 
An' wi' the weary warP fought ! 
An' monie an anxious day, I thought 

We wad be beat ! 
Yet here to cra^y Age we're brought, 

Wi' fomething yet. 

And think na, my auld, trufty Servan', 
That now perhaps thou's lefs defervin. 
An' thy auld days may end in ftarvin. 

For my lall/oie;,. . 
A heapit Stimpart^ I'll referve ane 

Laid by for you. 

We've worn to crazy years thegither ; 
We'll toyte about wi' ane anither ; 
Wi' tentie care I'll flit thy tether, 

To fome hain'd rig, 
WJiare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi* fma' fatigue. 



TQ 
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TO A 



MOUSE, 



On tumifig ber up in ber Nejlj witb tbt^ Piougb^ 

November 1785. 



W EE, fleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beaflie^ 

O, what a panic's in thy breaftie ! 
Thou need na ft art awa fae hafty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to rin an' chafe thee, 

Wi' murd'ring pattle ! 



Vn 
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I'm truly forry Man's dominion 
Jias broken Nature's focial union, 
An' juftifies that ill opinion, 

Which makes thee ftartle, 
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion, 

KvC fellow mortal! 



\ ' I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; 
I What then ! poor beaftie, thou maun live J 
I A daimen fcker in a tbrave 
\ 'S a fma' requeft : 

I'll get a bleffin wi' the lave, 

And never mifs't \ 

Thy wee bit boujie^ too, in ruin I 
Its filly wa's the win's are ftrewin ! 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane, 

O' foggage green ! 
An' bleak December's winds enfuin, 

Baith fnell and keen ! 

Thou 



( 204 ) 

Thou faw the fields laid bare an^ waftc, 
An^ weary Winter comin faft. 
An* coxie here, beneath the blaft, 

Thoa thought to dwell. 
Till cralb ! the cruel coulter paft 

Out thro* thy celL 

That wee bit heap o* leaves ztC ftibbdev 
Has coft thee mony a weary nibble ! 

Now thou's turned ont^ for a* thy trouble^ 

But houie or bald. 

To thole the Winter^s fleety dribble. 

An* cranreuch cauld ! 



But, Moufie, thou art no thy lane^ 
In proving f or efigbt may be vain : 
The beft-laid fcheroes o* Mice an* Men^ 

Gang aft a-gley. 
An' lea'e us nought but grief and pain^ 

For promised joy. 



stm 
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till thou are bleft, compared wV me I • 
I prefent only toucheth thee : 
, Och ! I backward cafl: my e'c. 

On profpeds drear I 
forward, tho' I canna^^, 

Iguefs ^vC fearl 



> 

t 
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WINTER NIGHT. 



Poor naked wretches^ wberefoe^eryou are, 
Itbat bide tbe pelting oftbis pitylefs Jlorm / 
How Jball your boufelefs beads^ and unfed Jides^ 
Tour looped and window* d raggednefs^ defend you^ 
From feafons fucb as tbefe,^ 



Shakespeare. 



When biting Boreas, fell aiid doiire. 
Sharp fliivers thro' the leaflefs bowV ; 

When 



• Ik 
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r. When Pbabus gies a fhqrtJiv'd glow'r. 

Far fouth the lift, 
{ Dun-dark'ning thro' the flaky fhow'r, 
t Or whirling drift. 

Ae night the Storm the Steeples rocked, 
E Poor Labour fweet in fleep was locked, 
, While bums, wi' fnawy wreeths up-choked. 

Wild-eddying fwirl. 
Or thro' the mining outlet bocked, 

Down headlong hurl. 

Liil'ning, the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle. 
Or filly flieep, wha bide this brattle 

O' winter war, 
^ And thro' the drift, deep-lairing fprattle, 

Beneath a fear. 



Ilk 
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Ilk happing bird, wee, helplefs thing ! 
That, in the merry months o' Spring, 
Delighted me to hear thee fing. 

What comes o' thee ! 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing. 

An' clofe thy e'e ? 

Ev'n you on murdering errands toiPd, - 
Lone from your favage homes exil'd. 
The blood-ftain'd rooft, and fheep-cote fpoil'd 

My heart forgets. 
While pitilefs the tempeft wild 

Sore on you beats^ 

Now Phoebe^ in her midnight reign. 
Dark muffl'd, view'd the dreary plain ; 
Still crouding thoughts, a penfive train, 

Rofe in my foul. 
When on my ear this plaintive ftrain. 

Slow folemn, ftole — 

' Blow 
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* Blow, blow, ye Winds, with heavier guft ! 
^ And freeze, thou bitter-biting Froft I 

* Defcend, ye chilly, fmothering Snows ! 

* Not all your rage, as now, united Ihows 

* More hard unkindnefs, unrelenting, 

* Vengeful malice, unjepenting, 

* Than heav'n-illumin'd Man on brother Man 

* bellows I 
^ See ftern Oppreffion's iron grip, 
. * Or mad Ambition's gory hand, 
^ Sending, like blood-hounds from the flip, 
* Woe, want, and murder, o'er a land I 

* Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale, 

* Truth, weeping, tells- the mournful tale, 

* How pamper'd Luxury, FlattVy by her fide, 

* The parafite empoifoning her car, 

^ With all the fervile wretches in the rear, 
^ Looks o'er proud Property, extended wide ; 
^ And eyes the fimple ruftic Hind, 

' Whofe toil upholds the glittering fhow, 
Vol. I. O * A 
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* A creature of another kind, 

* Some coarfer fubftance, unrefined, 

• Plac'd for her lordly ufe thus far, thus vUe, 

* below ! 

* Where, where is Love's fond, tender throe, 

* With Lordly Honor's lofty brow, 

* The pow'rs you proudly own ? 

* Is there, beneath Love's noble name, 

* Can harbour, dark, the felfifh aim, 

' To blefs himfelf alone ! 

* Mark Maiden-innocence a prey 

* To love-pretending fnares, 

' This boafted Honor turns away, 

* Shunning foft Pity's rifing fway, 

* Regardlefs of the tears, and unavailing 

* pray'rs ! 

* Perhaps, this hour, in Mis'ry's fqualid neft, 
^ She ftrains your infant to her joylefs breaft, 

' And with a Mother's fears, Ihrinks at ' the 

* rocking blaft : 
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I 

* Oh ye I who, funk in beds of down, 
^ Feel not a want but what yourfelves 

* create, 

* Think, for a moment, on his wretched 

* fate, 

* Whom friends and fortune quite difown ! 
> lU-fatisfy'd, keen Nature's clam'rous call, 

^ Stretch'd on his ftraw he lays himfelf to 

* fleep, 

^ While thro' the ragged roof and chinky 

* wall, 

* Chill, o'er his flumbers, piles the drifty 

* heap ! 

* Think on the dungeon's grim confine, 

* Where Guilt and poor Misfortune pine I 

* Guilt, erring Man, relenting view ! 

* But (hall thy legal rage purfue 

* The wretch, already cruftied low, 

^ By cruel Fortune's undeferved blow ? 

O 2 Afflidion's 
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* Affliftion's fons are brothers in diftrefs ? 

' A brother to relieve, how exquifite the blifs I* 

I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 

Shook off the pouthery fnaw, 
And hail'd the morning with a ch^er, 

A cottage-roufing craw. 

But deep this truth imprefs'd my mind—* 

Thro' all his works abroad, 
The heart benevolent and kind 

The moft refembles God. 



^ 



lIPISTLJi; ^ 



( 213 ) 



EPISTLE 



TO 



DAVIE, 



BROTHER POET. 



January' 



I. 

Wr HILE winds frae aflf Sen-Lomond blawj 

And bar the doors wi' driving fnaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I fet me down, to pafs the time, 

O 3 And 
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And fpin a vcrfe or twa o' rhyme^ 
In hamely weftlin jingle. 

« 

While frofty winds blaw in the drifts 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I grudge a wee the Great Folks' gift. 
That live fae bien an' fnug : 
I tftnt lefs, and want lefs 
Their roomy fire-fide ; 
But hanker and canker, 
To fee their curfed pride- 



II. 



It's hardly in a body's pow'r. 
To keep, at times, frae being four,. 

To fee^how things are fliar'd ; 
How beft o' chiels are whiles in want. 
While CooFs on countlefs thoufands rant,. 

And ken na how to wair't : 

Bi 
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But Davie, lad, ne'er falh your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear. 
We're fit to win our daily bread. 
As lang's we're hale and fier : 
* Mair fpear na, no fear na' *, 
Auld age n^'er mind a feg, 
The laft o't, the warft o't. 
Is only but to beg. 



III. 



To lie in kilrls and barns at e'en. 

When banes ate craz'd, and bluid is thiny 

Is, doubtlefs, great diftrefs I 
Yet then content could make us bleft y 
Ev'n then, fometimes we'd fnatch a tafte 

Of trueft happinefs. 

O 4 The 

* Ramfay. 
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The honed heart that's free frae a* 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However Fortune kick the ba% 
Has ay fome caufe to finile, 
And mind ftill, you'll find ftiHy 

A comfort this nae fraa' ; 
Nae mair then, we'll care then, 
Nae farther can we fa'. 



IV. 



What tho', like Commoners of air. 
We wander out we know not where. 

But either houfe or hal' ! 
Yet Nature's charms, the hills and woods,^ 
The fweeping vales, and foaming floods, 
^' Are free alike to all. 

In days when Daifies deck the ground, 
And Blackbirds whiftle clear, 

With 
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With honeft joy our hearts will bound/ 
To fee the coming year : 

On braes when we pleafe, then, 

We'll fit and fowth a tune ; 
Syne rhyme X\\\\, we'll tinve till't. 
And fing't w^hen we hae done. 



V. 



It's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It's no in wealth like Lon'on Bank, 

To purchafe peace and reft ; 
[t's no in makin muckle mair ; 
[t's no in books ; it's no in lear, 

To make us truly bleft : 
[f Happinefs hae not her feat 

And centre in the breaft, 
/Ve may be wife, or rich, or great, 

But never can be bleft : 



Nae 
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Nae treafures, nor pleafures. 
Could make us happy lang ; 

The heart ay's the part ay, 

That makes us right or wrang.* 



VI. 

Think ye, that fie as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drive thro' wet an' dry^ 

Wi' never-ceafing toil ; 
Think ye, are we lefs bleft than they, 
Wha fcarely tent us in their way. 

As hardly worth their while ? 
Alas ! how aft in haughty mood, 

God's creatures they opprefs ! 
Or elfe, neglefting a' that's guid, 
They riot in excefs ! 

Baith carelefs, and fearlefs, 

Of either Heav'n or Hell ! 
Efteeming, and deeming 
It's a' an idle tale I 



VII. 
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VII. 

Then let us chearfu' acquiefce j 
Nor make our fcanty Pleafures lefs. 

By pining at our ftate ; 
Andy even fhould Misfortunes come, 
I, here wha fit, hae met wi' fome, 

An's thankfu' for them yet. 
They gie the wit of Age to Youth ; 

They let us ken ourfel ; 
They make us fee the naked truth, 

The real guid and ill. 
Tho' loffes and crofles. 
Be leflbns right fevere. 

There's wit there, ye'll get there, 

■»■■ 

Ye'U find nae other where. 



/ 
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VIII. 

But tent me, Davie, Ace o' Hearts I 
(To fay aught lefs wad wrang the cartes^ 

And flatt'ry I deteft), 
This life has joys for you and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy ; 

And joys the very beft. 
There's a' the Pleafures d* the Hearty 

The Lover an' the Frien' ; 
Ye liae your Meg, ygur deareft part. 
And I my darling Jean ! 
Jt warms me, it chaarms me,- 

To mention but her name ; 
It heats me, it beets me. 
And fets me a' on flame I 



I . 



IX. 



s 

9 a 
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IX. 



O, all ye Pow'rs^who rule above I 
O TboUj whofe very felf art love ! 

Thou know'fl: my words fincere I 
The life-'blood ftreaming thro' my heart, 

Or my more dear Immortal part. 

Is not more fondly dear ! 
When heart-corroding care and grief ' 

Deprive my foul of reft, 
Her dear idea brings relief 
And folace to my breaft. 
Thou Beifigy AlUfecing, 

O hear my fervent pray'r ; 
Still take her, and make her 
Xby moft peculiar care I 



X. 



V 
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X. 



All hail, ye tender feelings dear I 
The fniile of love, the friendly tear, ^ 
The fympathetic glow ; 

Long fince, this world's thorny ways 
Had numbered out my weary days, 

Had it not been for you I 
Fate ftill has bleft me with ,a friend, 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender ftill. 
It lightens, it brightens. 
The tenebrific fcene. 
To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my ^ean. 



XI. 
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XL 

,0, how that name infpires my ftyle ! 
The words comes fkelpin, rank and file, 

Amaift before I ken ! 
The ready meafure rins as fine. 
As Phoebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My fpaviet Pegafus will limp. 

Till ance he's fairly het ; 
And then he'll hilch, and ftilt, and jimp, 
And rin an unco fit : 

But left then, the beaft then, 
Should rue this hafty ride, 
I'll light now, and dight now 
His fweaty, wizen'd hide. 



THE 
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THE 



LAMENT. 

OCCASIONED IIT THE 

UNFORTUNATE ISSUE 

OF A 

FRIEND'S AMOUR. 






^^las f bow oft does Goodnefs wound itfflff 
Jndfwect Aflfeftion prove thejpring of Woe. 

Home. 



I. 

O Thou pale Orb, that lilcnt fhines, 
While care- untroubled mortals lleep I 

Thou feed a wretch that inly pines, 
A:ul vvantle^. here to wail and weep I 

With 



( 225 ; 

With Woe I nightly vigils keep, 

£eneath thy wan, unwarming beam j 

And mourn, in lamentation deep, 
How life and love are all a dream. 



I joylefs view thy rays ado;:n 

The faintly-marked, difUnt hill : 
I joylefs view thy trembling horn, 

Reflefted iji the gurgling rill : 
My fondlj^-fluttering heart, be ftill ! 

Thou bufy pow'r. Remembrance, ceafe ! 
Ah ! muft the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning Peace ! i 



IIL 

No idly-feign'd poetic pains. 

My fad, love-lorn lamentings claitn ; 

Vol- I. P No 
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No Ihepherd's pipe — Arcadian ftrains j 
No fabled tortures, quaint and tame : 

The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 
The oft attefted Pow'rs above j 

The promised Father^ s tender name ; 
Thefe were the pledges of my love ! 

IV. 

Encircled in her clafping arms, 

How have the raptured moments flown : 
How have I wifli'd for forfune^s charms. 

For her dear fake, and her's alonie I 
And mud I think it ! is flie gone, 

My fecret heart's exulting boaft ? 
And does fhe heedlefs hear my groan ? 

And is flie ever, ever loft ? 

V. 

Oh ! can fhe bear fo bafe a heart, 
So loft to Honor, Ipfi to Truth, 



As 
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As from the fondeft lover part. 

The plighted hufband of her youth ! 

Alas ! Life's path may be unfmooth ! 
Her way may lie thro' rough diftrefs ! 

Then, who her pangs and pains will fobthe^ 
Her forrows ihare, and make them iefs ? 

VI. 

Te winged Hours that o'er us paft, 

Enraptur'd more, the more enjpy'd, 
Your dear remembrance in my bread. 

My fondly-treafur'd thoughts employed,- 
That breaft, how dreary now, and void, 

For her too fcanty once of room ! 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of hope deftroy'd. 

And not a Wijh to gild the gloom ! 

VIL 

The morn that warns th' approaching day, 
Awakes me up to toil and woe : 

Pi I 



( 228 ) 

I fee the hours in long array. 

That I muft fuffer, lingering, flow, - 

Full many a pang, and many a throe. 
Keen recoUedlion's direful train,,. 

Muft wring my foul, ere Phoehus, low. 
Shall kifs the diftant, weftern main. 

VIII. 

And when my nightly couch I try, 
Sore-harafs'd out with caye and grief. 

My toil-heat nerves, and tear- worn eye. 
Keep watchings with the* nightly thief : 

« 

Or if I flumher. Fancy, chief, 
Reigns haggard-wild, in fore affright : 

Ev'n day, all-hitter, brings relief. 
From fuch a horror-breathing night* 

' IX. 

O I thou bright Queen, who o'er th' expanfe. 
Now higheft reign'ft, with boundlefs fway- ! 

Oft 
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Oft has thy filent-marking glance 

Obferv'd us, fondly- wand'ring, ftray ! 

The time, unheeded, fped away, 

While Love's luxurious pulfe beat high, 

Beneath thy filver-gleaming ray. 
To ma^rk the mutual-kindling eye. 



X. 

Oh ! fcenes in ilrong remembrance fet I 

Scenes, never, never, to return I 
Scenes, if in ftupor I forget. 

Again I feel, again I burn ! 
From ev'ry joy and pleafure torn. 

Life's weary vale I'll wander thro' ; 
And hopelefs, comfortlefs, I'll mourn 

A faithlefs woman's broken vow. 



P 3 DESPON- 
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P E S P O N D F N C y. 



AN 



ODE. 
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L 



O^p^^ess'd with grief, opprefs'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 
I fet me down and figh ; 



O 
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O Life ! thou art a galling load, 
Along a rough, a weary road. 

To wretches, fuch as I ! 
Dim-backward as I call my view. 
What fick'ning Scenes appear I 
What Sorrows yet may pierce me thro'. 
Too juftly I may fear ! 
Still caring, defpairing, 

Muft be my bitter doom j ' 
My woes here fhall clofe ne'er ; 
But with the clofing tomb ! 



II. 

Happy ye fons of Bufy-life, 

Who, equal to the buftling ftrife, . 

No other view regard ! 

Ev'n when the wifhed tf/irf's deny'd, 

.Yet while the bufy means are ply'd. 

They bring their own reward : 

P4 Whilft 
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Whilft I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 

Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet ev'ry fad returning night. 
And joylefs morn the fame. 
You buttling, and juftling, 

Forget each grief and pain ; 
I liftlefs, yet reftlefs. 
Find ev'ry profped: vain. 



IIL 

How bleft the Solitary's Jot, 
Who, all-forgetting, all-forgot. 

Within his humble cell, 
The cavern wild with tangling roots, 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'd fruits, 

Befide his cryftal well ! 
Or haply, to his ev'ning thought. 

By unfrequented ftream, 



The 



'\ 
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The ways of men are diftant brought, 
A faint-coUeftied dream : 
While praifing, and raifing 

His thoughts to Heav'n on high, 
As wandering, meand'ring, 
He view« the folemn fky. 



IV. 



Than I, no lonely Hermit plac'd 
Where never human footftep trac'd, 

Lefs fit to play the part ; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
And jufi to ftop, VLudJti/i to move. 

With felf-refpefting art : 
But ah ! thofe pleafures. Loves, and Joys, 

Which I too keenly tafte, 
The Solitary can defpife, 
Can want, and yet be bleft ! 

He 
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IJe needs^ not, he heeds not. 
Or human love or hate, 

Whilft I here muft cty here. 
At perfidy ingrate ! 



V, 

Oh I enviable, early days. 

When dancing thoughtlefs Pleafufe's maze, 

To Care, to Guilt unknown ! 
How ill exchanged for riper times. 
To feel the follies, or the crimes, 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elves that guiltlefs fport. 

Like linnets in the bufh. 
Ye little know the ills ye court. 
When manhood is your wifti ! 
The lofles, the crofles. 

That adlive man engage I 
The fears all, the tears all. 
Of dim-declining Age I 

WINTER. 
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WINTER, 



DIRGE. 



I, 



■ ^ ' . '■ 



The Wintry Weft extends his blaft, 

« 

And hail and rain does blaw ; 
Or, the ftormy North fends driving forth 
The blinding fleet and fnaw j 

While 
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While tumbling brown, the Burn comes dc 
And roars frae bank to brae ; 

And bird and bead in covert reft. 
And pafs the heartlefs day. 



IL 



*?:. 



" The fweeping blaft, the Iky o'ercaft *," 

The joylefs Winter-day, 
Let others fear, — to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The Tempeft's howl, it foothes my foul, 
X My griefs it feems to join ; 
The leaflefs trees my fancy pleafe. 

Their fate refembles mine I 



III. 

Thou Pow*r Supreme^ whofe mighty fcheme 
Thefe woes of mine fulfil. 

Her 

• Dr Young. 



( ^37 ) 

Here, firm, I reft, they mujt be beft, 
Becaufe they are Thy Will ! 

Then all I want — (O, do thou grant 
This one requeft of mine !) 

Since to enjoy Thou doft deny, f^: 
Affift me w refign. 



I 



\ 



'END OF VOLUME FIRST. 
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